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        1-Seeing Red


*Disclaimer: I do not own the Invader Zim characters and am not making any money off of this story. The characters and concept of the Invader Zim show, belong to the almighty Jhonen Vasquez (and I think partially to Nickelodeon). ALL HAIL THE MIGHTY JHONEN!! This disclaimer applies FOR ALL FUTURE CHAPTERS OF THIS FANFIC.  
  
  
******NOTE: This first chapter is dedicated to Krimzon, seeing as I somehow in
my vague idiocy missed one of her reviews.  
  
  
**********SPECIAL NOTE/DISCLAIMER: this entire fic was inspired by a deviation
by fubatsu-enkou. Check it out, here's the link:
http://www.deviantart.com/view/11475456/  
  
  
Chapter One  
  
  
Tallest Red looked over the amendment to the Irken-Planet Jacker Treaty for
the hundredth time, then sighed harshly and put his head in his hands. He just
couldn’t concentrate. He was in a bad mood that had interfered with every duty
he had tried to perform ever since earlier that afternoon when Purple started
raving about one of the Invaders that had come on board with the new
recruits…a semi- _Tall_ Invader that seemed to have caught his co-Tallest’s
eye.  
  
Red scowled, his antennae quivering indignantly. How _dare_ some little
Invader distract Purple like that! It was bad enough that _he_ was already the
one that did most of the work, but…well…he also didn’t like having Pur’s
attention directed away from him.  
  
He sighed again. He’d had a thing for Purple ever since they were ordained as
Tallests, and even before that, in the Academy. Red kept telling himself every
day that eventually he’d tell him…but he’d waited too long. He’d lost his
chance.  
  
Red clenched his teeth as Purple went floating by, humming a happy little tune
to himself as he played absently with one of his antennae.  
  
“Why are you so happy?” Red snapped.  
  
Purple smiled dreamily, continuing to float towards his chamber. “Mmm, I have
a date in an hour when Meero is finished his duties.”  
  
Red bristled, clenching his fists as the door closed behind Purple. That
little upstart of a soldier had asked _his_ co-Tallest out on a date?! The
_nerve_! It wasn’t his policy to kill any of his soldiers, but he was
beginning to consider starting… But then again, that would upset Pur, and he
didn’t want to do that, it would just make things more complicated for
himself.  
  
Giving up on the treaty revisions, Red stormed off into his own chamber,
looking at his angry expression in the mirror and sighing, his antennae
drooping slightly as he lowered his head. As much as he tried to put all the
blame on that stupid insignificant little officer that Pur was so infatuated
with, he began to realize that he himself was partly to blame. He should have
made his feelings known long before now. But he would feel so weird, going up
to his co-Tallest and telling him that he fantasized about him all the time.
And it wasn’t just that…he’d…well, the opportune time hadn’t come up yet! To
tell Purple, he would have to be alone with him, and somehow that was really
difficult to do, and even when he _was_ alone with Purple, that awkwardness
would surface again, and he’d go away red-faced and even more frustrated than
before.  
  
After having a quick gel bath and drying off, he began to pull his armor and
ceremonial Tallest robes on. He stood in front of the full-length mirror,
inspecting all eight feet of his body critically, running his fingers over his
long, smooth antennae and nodding proudly before sitting down at his desk,
pulling out his logbook.  
  
 _The new recruits arrived and came aboard The Massive this morning. I was
busy, so I sent Purple down to inspect them. I shouldn’t have done it. Now
Purple has a crush on one of the new officers, and he won’t shut up about him.
And he’s so wrapped up in his new little pet officer that he’s not paying much
attention to me any more. And even LESS attention to his duties, although
that’s not too much of a surprise. It’s just never really bothered me until
now.  
  
And Pur should know better! No rotten SHORT little Invader is good enough for
a Tallest! I don’t care what he says or how much he blabs on and on about his
precious little pet, that officer doesn’t deserve Purple, and it bugs me. It’s
going to distract Purple from me, and it’s going to distract him even more
from his duties as a Tallest. I don’t really know which one of the two makes
me angrier…I think it’s the first one.  
  
Now that I think of it…I think something else that really bothered me as he
started blabbing on and on about that officer was that Pur seemed so much
happier. I thought he was already happy, but maybe I’m not enough for him. I
guess he wants more, and he’s found it with someone else right now. But that’s
only because I never got the chance to show him how happy I can make him! I
have to get him back. No matter what lengths I have to go to, he will be mine
again. He was ALWAYS mine.  
  
I should have told him how I felt long before now. I should have said
something, because now he’s got someone else, and I’m not sure what to do to
get his attention back on me. But I’ll think of something…I’ll work out a
plan…_  
  
Red put his logbook away, sighing heavily. How could he make Purple forget
about that new officer? What could he do that would make Purple stay close by
his side?  
  
Suddenly a grin crept across his face, his red eyes glowing as he stood. He
had a plan…an amazing plan…  
  
*  
  
Purple didn’t return to his quarters until the wee hours of the morning, but
when he did, he stopped abruptly, hovering in front of the door as it slid
closed behind him. “What are you doing in my room?” he blinked at his co-
Tallest in surprise.  
  
Red stood, clad in his sleeping robes, his expression worried as he looked
around and then hovered over to Purple, showing him the letter he held in his
hand. “I found this when I came to ask you something. I forgot you were on a
date, so I was going to leave, but then I saw this pinned to the wall right
next to the door. So I waited here for you, because I was worried...” Red
tried very hard not to let his disgust at the mention of Pur’s little outing
show in his voice. He handed the letter to Purple, watching as he read it,
Pur’s expression growing nervous.  
  
When he finally looked up at Red again, his expression was distressed. “Why
would someone want to assassinate _me??_ ”  
  
Red ran a hand over his antennae, sighing and shaking his head. “I don’t know.
Maybe it’s someone who has a grudge against you…maybe from the Academy?” he
looked at Purple seriously. “Can you think of anyone there who you might
have…made really angry?”  
  
Pur floated over to his bed, sitting down on the edge of it and looking down
at the letter anxiously. “N-no…I don’t think so…” He looked at his co-Tallest
with big doleful purple eyes. “Red, I really can’t think of anyone...I don’t
know why someone would want to…to…” he bit his lip, wringing his hands.  
  
Seeing Purple’s distress, Red felt a small feeling of victory inside. The note
had worked. His expression was concerned as he went and sat down next to Pur
on the bed, gently putting an arm around Purple’s shoulders. “Shh, calm down.”  
  
“I can’t, Red!” he tossed the letter aside and buried his face in his hands.
“Someone wants to kill me and I don’t even know why!!”  
  
Red frowned, pulling him close and holding him tightly. “I won’t let them,
Pur. I promise.”  
  
Purple rested his head against Red’s chest, sighing heavily. “What a rotten
end to such a nice night.”  
  
It was a good thing Purple had his head tucked under Red’s chin, or he would
have seen the disgusted look on Red’s face, and the sneer that soon replaced
it. “Well, what’s done is done…right now the only thing that matters is
keeping you safe.” He stroked Pur’s back gently. “I’ll stay with you tonight,
okay?”  
  
Purple nodded quietly. “Okay…I just need to change…” he murmured, going over
to his dresser and pulling out his dark purple sleeping robes, his expression
still worried. As he turned towards the bathroom, he stopped abruptly, as Red
was blocking the doorway.  
  
“Change in here.”  
  
Pur blinked at him in confusion. “Why?”  
  
“I need to know you’re safe. I need to keep an eye on you.”  
  
“Oh.” The purple Tallest’s cheeks flushed a little, but he went over to the
bed and removed his casual wear, donning his sleeping robes, unaware of how
Red was watching him hungrily.  
  
Red climbed under the covers, almost purring at the sensation of the silken
purple sheets caressing his skin. Holding the blankets up for Purple to climb
in, he frowned when Purple stood at the edge of the bed, blinking down at him
uncertainly.  
  
“Um…so…we’re sharing my bed?”  
  
Nodding somberly and trying not to grin, Red held the covers up a little more.
“Yes. I want to be here to protect you in case something happens.”  
  
“Oh.” Purple scratched absently at the base of one of his antennae, then
nodded and climbed into bed, curling up on his side, facing Red. “I really
don’t know who could’ve written that letter, Red.”  
  
Red sighed, stroking Purple’s shoulder. “Don’t worry about it. You’re safe
with me.”  
  
Purple nodded absently, closing his eyes and eventually drifting off.  
  
Red watched as his co-Tallest fell asleep, then grinned, pulling Purple gently
into his arms. He was a genius.




        2-Complications


Chapter 2: Complications  
  
*Disclaimer: I do not own the Invader Zim characters and am not making any money off of this story. The characters and concept of the Invader Zim show, belong to the almighty Jhonen Vasquez (and I think partially to Nickelodeon). ALL HAIL THE MIGHTY JHONEN!!  
  
Tallest Purple stirred in the morning, trying to get up, grunting when he
realized that Red had his arms around him and was still asleep. Purple
frowned. Why on Irk would Red be holding him like that? Probably just to
protect him, right? He wriggled out of Red’s grip, climbing out of the bed and
walking into his bathroom, closing the door and shaking his head.  
  
Why would someone want to kill him? What had he done that would make someone
that angry at him? He looked at the bathroom door, deciding to leave it
unlocked just in case he needed Red…for something. Or in case Red wanted to
check on him. He was surprised that his long-time co-Tallest was so protective
of him. Shrugging, he stripped out of his sleeping robes and climbed into the
warm gel bath, sinking down in the gel up to his chin, sighing and purring
softly.  
  
*  
  
Shortly after Purple got up, Red awoke, sitting up and grinning. Oh, what a
lovely night that had been. Warm, and Purple-filled. He liked it. Liked it
very much indeed. Red could hear Pur running a gel bath, his antennae
stiffening as the gel stopped and he pictured his co-Tallest stepping into the
gel, completely naked. The direction of his thoughts sent heat through his
body, and he shook his head suddenly, wrapping his robes tightly around
himself. He had much work to do...sharing a bed with Pur was only the
beginning.  
  
*  
  
As Purple pulled on his armour and his Tallest robes, he started to think
about that letter again, becoming nervous. But as he heard Red speaking to
someone, his curiousity overcame his anxiety and he poked his head out the
bathroom door, quirking an antenna as Red spoke with a Royal Guard, giving him
instructions that Purple wasn’t able to make out. When he had finished donning
his ceremonial garb, Purple floated out into his bedroom and looked at Red
warily.  
  
“Who were you talking to?”  
  
Red smiled as he stretched. “One of the guards. They can’t monitor you all the
time, so it’s necessary to put cameras in certain places where they wouldn’t
be able to watch over you.”  
  
Pur narrowed one eye suspiciously. “Such as?”  
  
“Well, they can’t exactly come into the bathroom with you, can they?”  
  
Purple’s eyes widened in shock. “You’re going to put a camera in the
BATHROOM?!” He scowled and shook his head. “No. Absolutely not, Red. I may be
scared, but I draw the line at having my guards watching me bathe. Go and tell
them no.”  
  
Red blinked at him. “What? The guards?” he snorted and waved dismissively. “As
if they’d ever get to watch a Tallest do such things.”  
  
Pur frowned in confusion. “But you just said—”  
  
Patting his co-Tallest on the head, Red smiled. “I’ll be the only one who sees
it, Pur. Remember last night how I said I would protect you? This is part of
it. Besides, as Tallests, we’re most vulnerable when we’re bathing, because we
don’t have our armour on.” Red suddenly quirked an antenna. “Of course, we
could just scrap the idea of the cameras and I could bathe _with_ you.”  
  
Purple shook his head, his cheeks flushed. “No…I…I guess I can live with the
cameras…but…as long as you swear it’s only you watching them, okay?”  
  
Red smiled, almost fondly, at Pur’s nervousness. He was cute when he was
clueless. “Look, would it make you feel better if I had cameras in mine, too?”  
  
Pur tugged on one of his antennae distractedly, looking at the door where the
Royal Guard had just exited. “I…I guess so.” He murmured.  
  
“Then that’s what we’ll do.” Red patted Purple gently on his shoulder guard,
then took his arm. “C’mon, I need to get dressed.”  
  
*  
  
Purple managed to sneak out into the corridor while Red was bathing, sighing
heavily. Why was Red making it his sole mission to protect him? He didn’t
understand. Wasn’t that what they had guards for? Shaking his head, he floated
along down the hall towards the Control Deck, taking his seat at the helm.
Purple almost jumped out of his skin when a ball of paper landed in his lap,
and he looked in the direction it had come from, seeing Meero standing behind
one of the technicians, winking at him. Blushing and smiling a little, Purple
opened the ball of paper and read the note.  
  
 _Dear Purple,  
  
What’s got you looking so sad today? Maybe I can cheer you up. I finish my
work here in about an hour, and I’d be honoured to buy you a refreshment in
the lounge, if you’ll let me. That is, if you can escape your duties for long
enough, My Tallest.  
  
Your loyal servant,  
Meero_  
  
Purple ran a hand over his antennae, trying to hide the deepening blush on his
cheeks. Meero was so sweet to him. He looked over at him and nodded, feeling a
fluttery feeling inside when Meero smiled back and nodded in acknowledgement.
Purple stuffed the note into the pocket of his robes, and he leaned back in
his command chair, smiling to himself, checking the time on the console.  
  
A few minutes later, Red flopped down in the command chair next to him with a
soft drink, leaning back and setting the cup down. “So why’d you take off like
that? Don’t you know it could be dangerous?”  
  
Purple sighed. “I have duties, Red.”  
  
Red straightened a little, blinking at him. Okay, now _that_ was something
Purple usually wouldn’t have said. Maybe Pur was more scared than Red had
intended for him to be. He almost felt bad for a moment, until he saw Meero
standing over at one of the consoles with a technician. Red’s eyes narrowed
and he scowled, his antennae stiffening and standing straight back in an age-
old sign of aggression as he glared at the insignificant little officer. It
would be so easy to dispose of him…turning his head, he realized that Purple
was blinking at him, looking absolutely terrified.  
  
“What’d I do?”  
  
Red blinked at him, then shook his head, his antennae relaxing. “Uh…no, it’s
not you, I was…uh…just thinking about…uh…what I’ll do to whoever wrote you
that letter.” He cleared his throat, sighing when Pur wrung his hands, still
looking at him uncertainly. “Sorry, Pur, I’m just mad that someone would
threaten you like that.”  
  
Purple gazed at him, his antennae twitching. He opened his mouth to ask why,
then shut it again, sighing and leaning back in his seat. Watching the main
view screen for a while, he looked over and saw Meero working, smiling when
the semi-Tall Invader met his eyes and smiled back charmingly.  
  
Eventually Purple saw Meero leave, and he waited a few minutes before rising,
floating to the edge of the platform before Red spoke.  
  
“Where are you going?”  
  
“To the lounge.” Purple sighed. “I’m thirsty.”  
  
Red rose to his feet. “I’ll go with you.”  
  
Purple turned on him. “I’ll take a _guard._ ” he snapped. “That’s what they’re
here for.”  
  
Surprised by his co-Tallest’s sudden aggressiveness, Red hovered where he was,
watching as Pur floated off and smacked one of the Royal Guards on the
shoulder, indicating for him to come along.  
  
Sitting back down at the helm, Red watched the main view screen idly,
wondering if perhaps this plan wasn’t going to be as simple as he had at first
thought…  
  
*  
  
Purple sighed as he waved the guard off, sitting down next to Meero in a
window seat in the lounge, gazing out at the stars and a nearby galaxy they
were passing. He jumped when a hand touched his shoulder.  
  
“What’s wrong, Tallest?”  
  
Pur smiled a little. “I told you, Meero, you don’t have to address me by that
title when we’re in private.”  
  
Meero smiled. “I know…old habits are very hard to break, though.” He stroked
Purple’s fingers gently. “So what’s wrong?”  
  
The purple Tallest uttered a heavy sigh, his antennae drooping a little.
“I…well…I probably shouldn’t talk about it, but I got a letter…last
night…saying that someone wants to assassinate me.”  
  
The shorter Irken’s eyes widened. “What?! Why?”  
  
Pur covered his eyes with one hand. “I don’t know, Meero. I don’t know. And
now Red’s getting all protective of me, and I don’t know why. He’s never
really been like this before. He’s acting so strangely, and it’s starting
to…scare me, a little.”  
  
Meero nodded slowly. “Have you told him that?”  
  
Sighing, Purple shook his head. “I think he’s just upset about the letter.
Maybe he’s worried about me. He’ll probably get over it.”  
  
Nodding, Meero continued to stroke Purple’s fingers gently. “Well, it may be
because you’ve been Tallests together for such a long time. He might be
worried about losing you.”  
  
“I guess.” Purple sighed, gazing out the window again, turning back to Meero
when he felt a hand drift gently over his cheek. He blushed, smiling sweetly
at his subordinate, reaching up and holding Meero’s hand against his cheek for
a long moment before sighing softly and rising to his feet.  
  
Meero blinked up at him. “Where are you going?”  
  
Purple sighed. “I have to get back to the Control Deck, or Red’s probably
going to get mad at me.”  
  
Giving his Tallest a rueful smile, Meero stood as well. “Could we see each
other again tonight?”  
  
Blushing, Pur sighed softly. “I’ll see what I can do. Red’s watching me like a
hawk right now…he’ll probably want to come along on our date, and I don’t
really feel like having him breathing down my neck when I’m with you.”  
  
Meero smiled. “I’m flattered, my Tall…Purple.” He saluted. “My communicator is
always on if you need me.”  
  
Purple nodded, smiling warmly. “I know. Thank you.” Turning, Purple nodded to
the Royal Guard, bringing him along as he floated back to the Control Deck.  
  
As he left, a pair of angry red eyes watched from one of the entrances to the
lounge.  
  
*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*  
  
To Krimzon: Yes, Red is quite devious, and Purple…well, he can be a bit
oblivious at times. I’m glad you like this, and thanks for your feedback.  
To BurningSilence: aww, thanks for your wonderful feedback! I feel so lurved!
And I hope whatever’s going on at home gets better soon…I’m missing you
already.  
To GothycCoalChambr: *salutes* at ease, soldier. Thanks for the review, and
I’m glad you like the story. Red IS a naughty Tallest, isn’t he?  
To Kharn: okay, I’m totally blushing now. Sorry the update took so long, and
thank you for your generous feedback. *lurve*  
To InvaderMonkey: Thanks for the feedback!  
To jade: don’t worry, I should be able to keep going with this one. And Red’s
deviousness is pretty cute, ne?  
To Daaku: aww, glad I could make you happy! I love Tallest slash myself.  
To raavika: *blushes* thank you for your generous compliments! *lurve* And I
totally love RAPR. I’m enjoying writing it.  
To Insanity: aww! *blushes* don’t die, though! *lurves* And thank you for the
glowing feedback, it makes me feel so special! And yes, I really figured Red
for the jealous type…  
To Yaoifanboy: aww, Jake!! *blushes and squirms* Now I’m all warm and fuzzy
inside. Thank you for your wonderful feedback, I’m so glad I can write a
pairing that you love. *glomps back*  
To Meee: LOL, um, no problem! *g*  
To Tama-sama: heh, don’t worry, I should be able to keep up…this one seems to
be inspiring me at the moment.  
To XxSilentNightRainxX: I’m glad!!  
To littleshipper: aww, thanks for the feedback. And if you’re wondering
whether or not Pur’s gonna find Red’s logbook…check out the link in Chapter
one. *winks*
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Chapter 3: The Dating Game  
  
*Disclaimer: I do not own the Invader Zim characters and am not making any money off of this story. The characters and concept of the Invader Zim show, belong to the almighty Jhonen Vasquez (and I think partially to Nickelodeon). ALL HAIL THE MIGHTY JHONEN!!  
  
******Note: this chapter is dedicated to my new reviewy-peep, VTSFY!! Woot!  
  
“I’d just rather that you didn’t leave my side right now.” Red frowned. “It’s
not safe.”  
  
Purple sighed harshly. “Red, for crying out loud, I have my armour on, and
it’s not like I’m defenseless. Stop treating me like a smeet!”  
  
“Stop acting like one!” Red snapped. “Pur, your life is in danger and you’re
prancing around with your new pet like nothing’s wrong!”  
  
Red’s co-Tallest scowled. “You’re not my superior, Red. We’re equals, and I
can do whatever I want on this ship. I don’t have to take orders from _you.”_  
  
Red sat down at his desk, massaging his temples. “I’m not giving you orders,
Purple, I’m trying to keep you safe.”  
  
“Meero isn’t a threat, Red!” Purple snapped.  
  
His eyes narrowing angrily, Red whirled around in his seat and stood, glaring
at his co-Tallest. “How do you know?!” Red shouted at him. “For all you know,
HE could have written that letter!”  
  
Purple backed up, actual fear showing in his eyes. Red had never been this
angry at him before. “He…he wouldn’t do that, Red.” He murmured. “I know he
wouldn’t.”  
  
“You’ve known him for less than a _week,_ Purple! How can you be so sure?”  
  
Pur bit his lip for a long moment, then shook his head, turning away and
floating towards the door. “I’m going out. I don’t need your approval to date
someone, Red. I don’t need your approval for _anything.”_  
  
“Take a guard with you.” Red snapped, pulling out his logbook as the door slid
shut, separating him from Purple for the next few hours.  
  
*  
  
 _Purple is starting to resent me…he obviously doesn’t understand that I’m
trying to help him. And even though I’m the one who wrote the letter, I still
hate the fact that Pur trusts that stupid little Invader Meero so much, after
only knowing him for a few days. It makes me angry that he’s so trusting…but
why doesn’t he trust ME? I’m the one who’s been by his side the longest, and
he pushes me away for some stupid soldier he barely knows!!  
  
I hate admitting this, but…  
  
…it hurts._  
  
**************  
  
Purple sat back on the plush couch in one of the private lounges, shaking his
head. “I know he has a good reason to be uptight, but I just don’t get why
he’s so distrusting of you.”  
  
Meero smirked. “Maybe he’s jealous.”  
  
The Taller Irken burst out into a fit of riotous laughter. When he finally
stopped, he wiped tears of mirth from his eyes, shaking his head. He turned
and looked at Meero, who quirked an antenna. Purple blinked at him in
surprise. “Wait…you were serious?”  
  
“Why else would I have said it?”  
  
Purple’s antennae twitched, his expression one of confusion. “But…he’s my co-
ruler!”  
  
Meero chuckled. “So? Does that mean he can’t have feelings for you?”  
  
Pur shifted uncomfortably. “I really don’t think I’m his type.” His antennae
drooped a little. “Besides, he gets really impatient with me sometimes.”  
  
The semi-Tall Invader shrugged. “Well, maybe not, then. It doesn’t really
matter, though…”  
  
“Why is that?” Purple quirked an antenna.  
  
Meero shifted closer to him, nuzzling his cheek. “Because you have _me_ now.”
He kissed Purple softly, reaching up and stroking one of Pur’s antennae,
twirling it around his finger, pleased by his Tallest’s gasps of pleasure. He
took the antenna into his mouth and sucked it slowly, twisting his tongue
around it.  
  
Purple moaned loudly, a warm feeling spreading through him as Meero did things
Pur had never experienced before. “Meero…” He purred, wrapping his arms around
the shorter Irken’s waist and pulling him into his lap, kissing him softly.  
  
“Shh…” Meero murmured softly, placing a fingertip over Purple’s lips, gently
kissing him on the forehead, then brushing his lips gently over Pur’s temple
and kissing the base of his antenna. “Just lie back…”  
  
Pur arched and moaned as his officer licked and sucked gently on his throat,
brushing his lips across the sensitive skin there. Gasping, Purple held him
tighter, his fingers digging into Meero’s back.  
  
“Please…”  
  
**************  
  
Tallest Purple returned to his room very late in the evening, a giddy smile on
his face. The smile faded slightly when he saw Red curled up in his bed, and
Purple sighed, shaking his head. Could it be possible that Red had… _those_
kind of feelings for him? Pur rolled his eyes and scolded himself for even
_thinking_ something so ridiculous. Stripping out of his ceremonial robes and
armour, he pulled his sleep robes on and climbed under the blankets,
eventually drifting off.  
  
*********  
  
Red woke early in the morning, stretching and yawning, looking down at Purple,
who was still sound asleep, his antennae twitching occasionally. Sighing
softly, he reached out and ran his fingertips lightly over Pur’s shoulder,
frowning suddenly. Leaning closer, he saw several faint marks on Purple’s
skin…his eyes turned deep scarlet with rage when he realized what the marks
were. Clenching his fists, he rose from Purple’s bed, returning to his own
chamber, storming into the bathroom and stripping angrily, flipping the switch
to run the gel into the tub. Uttering a frustrated snarl, he slammed his fists
down on the smooth counter, his breaths hissing through clenched teeth.  
  
He leaned against the counter until he heard the gel stop running, then sighed
heavily, his antennae drooping slightly as he shook his head and climbed into
the tub, sinking down into the warm gel, not really feeling any better.  
  
Maybe his whole plan wasn’t so amazing after all.  
  
********  
  
Pur sat up, yawning and scratching the back of his neck, blushing when he
remembered how Meero had teased him until he was squirming the night before.
He smiled sheepishly, then looked over, surprised that Red wasn’t there next
to him. Shrugging, Purple rose to his feet, stretching and arching his lean
body, sighing dreamily as thoughts of Meero ran through his head. As he walked
towards the bathroom, he caught a glimpse of something on one of the monitors
Red had installed for the bathroom cameras. Pur stepped closer, nodding when
he saw that his co-Tallest was just taking a bath. He’d probably be back to
start bossing him around again in a matter of minutes. Purple rolled his eyes,
about to walk away when he noticed that something wasn’t quite right. Red was
usually an in-and-out of the gel bath type Irken, it was Purple who liked to
take his time. But it looked like Red had just sunk into the gel up to his
chin, and he wasn’t moving. Cocking his head, Pur tapped the monitor to see if
perhaps it was malfunctioning, but that didn’t seem to be the case. Sitting
down at his desk to watch, he tried to figure out why Red was behaving so
strangely. Maybe he’d fallen asleep? It was possible. But that possibility was
negated when he saw Red move, sitting up in the tub…  
  
…and burying his face in his hands.  
  
Purple frowned in concern. What was wrong with Red? He rose, shaking his head.
Probably just a headache.  
  
********  
  
Red floated back into Purple’s room fully dressed in his Tallest robes and
armour, his eyes narrowing slightly when he saw Pur sitting on the edge of the
bed, doing up the lower part of his robe, still wearing just an undershirt.
Red’s fists clenched again when he saw more of those little marks scattered
along Purple’s sharply defined collarbone.  
  
“You let him take your armour off, didn’t you?” Red growled, trying to
restrain his anger for fear that he’d say something nasty.  
  
Purple jumped, not having realized that Red was in the room. He flushed
guiltily, then shook his head and frowned. Why on Irk should he feel guilty?
Red wasn’t in charge of what he did. “None of your business, Red,” he snapped.  
  
Scowling, Red turned and floated towards the door. “Fine. I’ll be in the lab
helping the scientists with their designs for the voice-automated clothing.”  
  
It wasn’t until a few minutes after Red had left that Purple’s head shot up.
“Voice automated _WHAT?!”_  
  
*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*  
To Krimzon: mmm, yes, I don’t know if all of us have those wishes, but I
certainly wouldn’t mind waking up next to a warm Purple Tallest. I liked Pur’s
little moody snap at Red…I figured it went with his character too.  
To InvaderMonkey: LOL nah, he’s not a boyfriend thief, he just jumped his
place in line *winks* and don’t worry, if I need Nny, I’ll let you know.  
To BurningSilence: yeah, it’s hard to hate a nice character. I like that. It’s
a great thing to write, especially if you know your audience is rooting for
certain characters. And yes, Red is a naughty boy. Hope things are going a
little better for you now. I’ll keep you in my thoughts.  
To Kharn: sorry I took so long to update…and yeah, Red is such a devious
little guy. I love him. And Pur’s cute when he’s oblivious.  
To Daaku: Dense? Hmm, yes, that’s a term that describes Purple quite well. *g*
And the letter idea was a flash of inspiration from who knows where. I’m glad
I got that idea, because it pulled everything together quite nicely.  
To raavika: heh, Purple has noooo idea. He’s so cute when he’s clueless. I
love that about him. Cluelessness in other characters is usually annoying, but
he’s just adorable like that.  
To Tama-Sama: Thanks for the review, and stay tuned!  
To XxSilentNightRainxX: Glad you liked the chapter, and don’t worry, I’m going
to keep up with this one. I really like it.  
To VTSFY: You seem to be a new reviewy peep! Welcome! Thanks so much for
reviewing, and I’m glad you like my story. It’s great to have another reviewer
on board.  
To Yaoifanboy: heh…yeah…hotness seems to follow Red and Purple wherever they
go…  
To Levi: Thanks for reviewing, Ahz. Glad you like.




        4-Just a Peek


Chapter 4: Just a Peek  
  
****“Clap On Clap Off” is copyright Joseph Enterprises, Inc.  
  
  
 _I woke up this morning and found marks on Purple’s neck. That rotten little
officer! He absolutely disgusts me! What a primitive, amateur display of
lust…Pur is lucky that his Tallest uniform will cover up the marks, or who
knows what kind of rumours the officers would start spreading around!  
  
I’m getting more and more worried about him now. Even with an assassination
plot hanging over his head, Purple let that filthy little Invader remove his
armour! Why, WHY on IRK is he so _trusting? _Maybe I need to protect him a lot
more than I thought I did, even though the death threat isn’t even real…  
  
The problem is, the more I see Purple and his little pet officer together, the
worse I feel. It’s like I’m losing a battle... and as if THAT wasn’t bad
enough, the more time Pur spends with him, the more frustrated_ I _feel. I
can’t stop thinking of him. Maybe I have a brain worm? It’s not like I don’t
see him every single day… but he’s all I think about. Maybe if I can just get
some of these fantasies about him out of my head, I’ll feel better. I think
I’m going to talk to the Science officers about making some voice-automated
clothing. The bathroom cameras don’t zoom in enough. Even if I can’t touch
him, I just want to see him without any clothing in the way…at least it might
relieve some of my frustration…_  
  
Red tossed his logbook aside and rubbed his temples. He doubted that stupid
SHORT little excuse for an Irken had even the slightest idea of how fortunate
he was to have Pur’s affections. Red shook his head abruptly, rising to his
feet, his teeth clenched. NO. He _refused_ to think like that. He was going to
win Purple back, no matter _what_ it took.  
  
*  
  
Red took his seat at the helm, uttering a heavy sigh.  
  
Purple looked over at him, concerned. He leaned over, his voice soft. “Red…are
you all right?”  
  
Shaking himself out of his thoughts, he blinked at Purple, gazing into his
violet eyes for a long moment, wondering if Pur’s question was just small
talk, or perhaps only a casual inquiry. But he seemed sincere. “Yes…I mean…”
he sighed, holding back his frustration and rubbing the back of his neck. “I’m
just…tired, I guess.”  
  
Purple’s gaze turned to one of genuine worry, and he touched Red’s gauntlet.
“Could your Pak be malfunctioning?”  
  
Red looked down at Purple’s hand on his arm, then met Pur’s eyes again, his
expression one of longing. “I’m all right.” He smiled faintly. Maybe he had a
better chance of getting Purple back than he’d thought…Red placed his hand
over Purple’s, smiling almost fondly at him. “Thank you for worrying about me,
though.”  
  
Purple’s eyes widened a little and his cheeks flushed, his smile bashful.
“You’re welcome...I was worried. You don’t seem to be yourself lately.”  
  
“I know.” Red sighed, his posture slumping a little. “I’ve just been so
worried about you…about keeping you safe. Right now nothing else seems to
matter.”  
  
Pur blushed, a feeling of warmth spreading through him. Red had never said
these kinds of things to him before. Maybe Meero was right, and Red did have
feelings for him. Maybe he—  
  
Meero! Purple pulled his hand away, ducking his head.  
  
Red frowned in confusion, his voice soft. “What’s wrong?”  
  
Purple sighed, shaking his head. “Red, you…you know I’m already dating
someone.”  
  
The words were like a laser shot to the heart, and Red’s antennae lowered. Red
stood, hovering in place for a moment before speaking. “I’ll be in the lab if
you need me,” he muttered, floating off.  
  
Purple reached out to stop him, his hand grasping air. As Red departed, Pur
sat there for a long moment, watching his co-Tallest disappear down one of the
corridors. He looked down at where his hands were resting in his lap, looking
at the fingers of the hand that Red had been holding as if they didn’t even
belong to him any more. Why had Red been holding his hand? He’d never done
that before. He was acting so strangely…and Red truly _did_ look tired. Purple
looked back towards the corridor anxiously, wondering if he should go and find
him, to make sure Red was alright. And then there was that look in his
eyes…that weird look…Red looked so sad, but that was strange too, because when
Red wanted something, he got it, so he was usually never sad. Purple tugged
anxiously on one of his antennae, deep in thought. Something was wrong with
Red, that much was obvious…could the death threat be the only thing on his
mind? His co-Tallest had already said that protecting him was the only thing
that really mattered right now…  
  
Purple sighed. Maybe he was being more difficult towards Red than he thought
he was. Red was only trying to protect him, right? There wasn’t any reason to
give him such a hard time. But Purple wanted to be with Meero, and it seemed
like Red was trying to interfere.  
  
He just didn’t understand. What was going on?  
  
*  
  
Red looked over the designs for the voice automated clothing. “So I’ll be the
only one who’s able to command it, right?”  
  
The Irken Science Officer nodded. “Yes, my Tallest. We’ve encrypted it so that
it can only be activated by you or Tallest Purple, because you two are the
only ones in the Empire who wear the ceremonial gauntlets. Basically, you clap
your gauntlets together once, say ‘off’ and the clothes undo themselves and
come off. They won’t fasten properly until you clap again and say ‘on’. So
until you say ‘on’ the robes will be unwearable.”  
  
“I see.” Red mused. “Clap on, clap off. Seems simple enough.”  
  
The Science Officer nodded proudly. “I’m glad you approve, my Tallest.”  
  
Red nodded absently and left the lab.  
  
*  
  
Shortly after lunch, Purple wandered down the corridor, pausing in front of
Red’s door and knocking. He hadn’t seen Red since he’d gone off to the lab
that morning, and he’d looked for him everywhere. Slipping into Red’s suite,
he looked around, calling out for him. He sighed. Red wasn’t in here, either.
Where could he be?  
  
As Purple turned to leave the room, he paused, catching sight of something on
Red’s desk. Approaching it, he realized that Red had left his logbook open on
his desk. That was odd…maybe Red was in a hurry to go somewhere? No…that
didn’t make sense. They were Tallests; people waited for THEM, not the other
way around. Picking up the book, he closed it, about to put it away when he
lowered his hand, looking at the cover, deep in thought.  
  
He knew he shouldn’t…it was Red’s private, personal logbook…but he only wanted
to take a peek. What was the harm? Maybe he’d find something that would
explain why Red had been acting so strangely for the past week.  
  
Purple sat down at the desk and began to read. He read through the first
entry; and upon reading this, Purple realized how certain things were
beginning to make sense. Why Red insisted on them sharing the same bed...the
cameras in the bathrooms....the voice automated clothing....  
  
Red was jealous. Not only jealous, Red was being possessive and deceitful, and
had tricked him into believing that he was in danger and that Red was
“protecting” him. He felt so betrayed…how could Red do that? Even if Red had
feelings for him, it didn’t justify lying to him and trying to interfere with
his relationship with Meero. Purple set the logbook down, wondering how on Irk
he was going to approach Red about this without letting on that he’d gone
through Red’s personal logbook.  
  
*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*  
To Krimzon: LOL it’ll happen soon enough, don’t worry. Actually, in the next
chapter. *picks your ass up and hands it back to you*  
To Kharn: Thank you! I give a lot of thought to my story and chapter titles,
so I’m glad that you liked the name. Thank you for the compliment!  
To BurningSilence: Heh, yeah…Pur is adorable when he’s dense. I love him that
way.  
To InvaderMonkey: I’m not a fan of OC myself, so don’t worry.  
To Yaoifanboy: *glomps back* oh, don’t worry, I don’t plan on cutting this
story short.  
To XxSilentNightRainxX: Thanks! Glad you liked it.  
To Tama-sama: *blushes* aww, thanks for the praise!  
To VTSFY: Oh holy crap, I CONVERTED someone?! Wow…that…I’m totally flattered.
I’m amazed. And fanart???? OMFG…OMG…OMG…I would love for you to do some fanart
for me!!! *dances* Thank you so much for offering…the fact that I can inspire
people to do artwork never ceases to blow my mind. You’ll be hearing from me
shortly, I’d love to see your work. Once again, thank you!




        5-Fallout


*Disclaimer: I do not own the Invader Zim characters and am not making any money off of this story. The characters and concept of the Invader Zim show, belong to the almighty Jhonen Vasquez (and I think partially to Nickelodeon). ALL HAIL THE MIGHTY JHONEN!! This disclaimer applies FOR ALL FUTURE CHAPTERS OF THIS FANFIC.  
  
  
Chapter 5: Fallout  
  
  
As he floated back towards the Control Deck, Red stopped suddenly, his
antennae stiffening when he saw Meero approaching. The more Red saw him, the
more he hated him…he’d kill Meero if Purple didn’t like the stupid little
squag-dropping so much. But suddenly, it occurred to Red that he didn’t really
have to _kill_ Meero to get _rid_ of him.  
  
“Invader Meero!” he barked, scowling.  
  
The shorter Irken jumped, then stood at attention and saluted. “Yes, my
Tallest!”  
  
“Prepare for reassignment. We’re approaching Plookesia. You’ll be given a
ship, a compact mobile base, and a S.I.R. unit tomorrow morning.”  
  
Meero blinked at him, confused. “But Sir, I’m only a training-level Invader!”  
  
Red waved dismissively. “It’s of little importance. The Plookesians should be
easy to conquer.” He scowled, his antennae twitching angrily. “And stand at
attention when you’re receiving an order, squag-dung!”  
  
The shorter Irken stood stiffly and saluted. “Sir, yes, Sir! Invader Meero
accepts reassignment.”  
  
Red nodded curtly. “Good. Dismissed.” As he floated away down the hall, Red
grinned cruelly. The Plookesians were actually a race that the Irken Empire
had avoided for a long time…Plookesians may have a passive nature, but the
amount of super weapons they possessed was enough to pose a threat to the
Empire, and even to destroy the Massive, if they so desired. But he had a
plan…he’d send Meero down, then send an emergency hail to the Plookesian
Ambassador warning him that a defective and malfunctioning Irken had stolen
equipment and was going to try and initiate a war between the Empire and the
Plookesians, but that the Empire had no intent to engage in hostilities. He’d
tell the Ambassador to put a bounty on Meero’s head, and that would be that.
No more distractions for Purple. Red could say that Meero was killed in the
line of duty, and Pur would be none the wiser. Problem solved!  
  
*  
  
Purple looked up from where he was sitting at the helm, smiling in relief when
he saw Red sit down beside him.  
  
“Where’ve you been?”  
  
Red blinked at him, although he was pleasantly surprised that Purple had been
concerned as to his whereabouts. “Oh, just taking care of a few things.”  
  
Pur shook his head. “I went looking for you. You said you’d be in the lab.”  
  
“I was, for a while, then I had a couple more things I had to take care of.”
Red smiled to himself, thinking of how much better he’d feel when that horrid
little Invader was gone.  
  
“Oh.” Purple looked up at the main view screen absently, feeling a twinge of
guilt. “Red…I wanted to ask you something.”  
  
Red quirked an antenna, a feeling of uneasiness washing over him for a split
second then fading as he wondered what was on Pur’s mind. “Yes?”  
  
“If you…I mean…well…” Purple cleared his throat, running a hand over his
antennae anxiously. “Do you really hate Meero?”  
  
Red blinked at him. “Hate him?” He considered this. He was disgusted by the
little Invader, and angry at him for even thinking of going near his co-
Tallest, and…well, yes, he was jealous of him for having Purple’s affections.
“No. I don’t hate him.” Soon it wouldn’t matter anyway.  
  
“But you don’t like him.”  
  
Red sighed. “I don’t _trust_ him, Purple. I’ve already told you that.”  
  
Purple fidgeted. “I know…but…why don’t you like him?”  
  
Red gazed at Purple for a long moment, his eyes narrowing slightly. “I just
_don’t,_ Pur.” He snapped. “I don’t _need_ a reason not to like someone.”  
  
“But you _do_ have one.” Pur crossed his arms, his antennae twitching.  
  
Red turned, looking at him warily. “What?”  
  
Purple shook his head, then glared at Red, his expression almost hurt. “You
know, Red…I’m not as stupid as you think I am.”  
  
Red’s feeling of uneasiness grew slightly. “I don’t think you’re stupid at
all.” _Naïve, Pur, but not stupid…_ “Why would you say that?”  
  
Purple’s antennae drooped. “Never mind.”  
  
*  
Early in the evening, Purple wandered into the Main Lounge to have a snack,
smiling brightly when he saw Meero sitting in one of the window seats. He
grabbed a snack and floated over to him, leaning over and pressing a soft kiss
against the top of Meero’s head, then sitting down with him. When Meero didn’t
meet his eyes, Purple reached out and touched his hand.  
  
“Meero?”  
  
The Invader sighed heavily. “Don’t tell me you don’t know.”  
  
Purple blinked at him in confusion and worry. “Know what?” He leaned forward,
holding Meero’s hand tighter. “Meero, what’s wrong?”  
  
Meero shook his head. “I’ve been assigned as Invader of Plookesia.”  
  
“What?!” Purple gaped. “By who?”  
  
The shorter Irken sighed. “Who else? Red gave me the order a few hours ago.
I’m getting my S.I.R. Unit and my other supplies tomorrow.”  
  
Purple frowned in confusion. “But you’re not even of the proper rank!”  
  
Meero took a long sip of his drink, then set it down. “He doesn’t care. He
said it wasn’t important.” Meero looked down at the table quietly.  
  
Clenching his fists, Purple rose to his feet. “I’m going to go talk to him.”  
  
*  
  
Red sat back in his room, sipping at a soft drink, pleased with himself. As of
tomorrow morning, that stupid little Invader would be gone. What a relief.
Finally, he’d have Purple to himself. And the first set of voice-automated
robes would be ready in a few hours. He couldn’t wait.  
  
Red almost fell out of his chair in shock when Purple burst into his room,
absolutely livid.  
  
“What are you trying to pull, Red? Huh?”  
  
He blinked at his co-Tallest, his drink still in his hand. “What do you mean?”  
  
Purple scowled, his eyes glittering angrily, his antennae stiff. “You
reassigned Meero. Not only that, you reassigned him to a mission that he’s not
qualified for.”  
  
Red sighed. “Oh, that.” He rolled his shoulders, his armour shifting slightly.
“Seriously, Purple, the only qualification he’s lacking is the Certificate of
Rank. I can make one up for him if it would make you feel better.”  
  
“That’s not the point!” Purple shouted. “You’re only sending him off the ship
so that him and I will have to break up!”  
  
Red blinked at him in feigned surprise. “What? That’s ridiculous! He should
thank me! I’m sneaking him up through the ranks, which is something a Tallest
shouldn’t do.”  
  
“No, Red. I won’t _let_ you do it. You’re not sending him down there.” Purple
crossed his arms, scowling angrily. “I’m not going to let you put him in
danger. I care about him, and I don’t want him getting hurt.”  
  
Shrugging nonchalantly, Red took another sip of his drink, then set it down on
the desk, standing and stretching. “It’s not a matter of whether or not you
let me. The order has already been approved by the Control Brain.” It was a
lie, but he wanted Meero as far away from himself and Purple as he could
possibly get him, no matter what it took.  
  
“It’s just as easy to cancel an order, and you know it, Red. Stop trying to
get out of this.” Pur hissed through clenched teeth, his antennae starting to
quiver, his fists clenching. “He’s not going, and that’s final. Reassign
someone else.”  
  
“Pur, he’s the best suited for the job.” Red argued, trying to keep his temper
in check.  
  
“FINE!!” Purple snapped. “You know what? Go ahead and send him to that
planet.” His amethyst eyes narrowed to dark slits. “I’m going with him.” Pur
turned and stalked towards the door.  
  
Red’s eyes widened in shock and he went after him, grabbing him by the arm.
“What?! You can’t! You’re a Tallest, you can’t just up and l—” his objection
was cut short when Purple’s metal gauntlet collided with the side of his face,
and he backpedaled, landing hard on the floor. He blinked up at his long time
co-ruler in shock, gingerly holding his injured cheek. In all the years he’d
known Purple, he’d never seen him raise a hand to anyone, let alone himself.
Red’s antennae flattened submissively against his skull as Purple started
shouting at him.  
  
“You know something, Red? You seem to be doing just _fine_ handling this
Empire by yourself, especially seeing as how you try to order me around like
one of your petty officers.” His eyes narrowed, his antennae stiffening in
pure, unadulterated fury. “Not only that, I found your stupid log book.” He
snarled. “Really smart, Red. Did you think your death threat would make me
forget about my feelings for Meero? You’re a lying, betraying, disgusting
excuse for a Tallest, and I don’t even want to be in the same GALAXY as you
any more!!” Purple was shaking now, he was so angry. “You took advantage of
me. How could you? I _trusted_ you, Red! Since the day we were Ordained, I’ve
trusted you with my life, and now you pull a big fancy prank on me, wrapping
me up in your lies just because of your STUPID jealousy!! Well you know what,
Red? You won’t abuse my trust ever again. You can go to planet Dirt and ROT.”
Purple stormed out of Red’s quarters, returning to his own, still trembling
with rage.  
  
Red sat there on the floor, his eyes still wide with shock, the side of his
face throbbing painfully. Everything had just fallen apart around him, and the
one thing he wanted most was now well and truly lost.  
  
*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*  
To Krimzon: Are you dancing?  
To BurningSilence: Sorry for getting the jingle stuck in your head. And the
clapper reference was done on purpose. If you look at the previous chapter,
there's a disclaimer at the top for The Clapper.  
To InvaderMonkey: Glad to hear you're in a good mood...hope I didn't ruin it
with this chapter...  
To vtsfy: I'd say things have gotten interesting, yes...*winks* And I'm quite
happy about the convert. If you could give her my regards, that would be
muchly appreciated.  
To Tama-Sama: It's kinda hard to hate Meero, isn't it? And Pur is so cute when
he's dense...  
To Kharn: Hope I updated soon enough for you! *lurve*




        6-One Last Kiss
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Chapter 6: One Last Kiss  
  
  
Purple angrily removed his armour and his Pak, setting them aside and standing
in his undershirt and robe, gazing into the bathroom mirror for a long moment,
then sighing harshly.  
  
He…he couldn’t believe he hit Red like that, despite the fact that he didn’t
regret it. In all his life, Purple had never been so angry, and he meant every
single word he’d said. He was truly appalled that Red could have abused his
trust like that, and he was hurt. Before he’d looked at Red’s logbook, he’d
honestly started to think that Red cared about him…it wouldn’t hurt so much
now if that hadn’t happened.  
  
But it didn’t matter, because he was with Meero. Meero was his boyfriend, and
if Red didn’t like it, then Purple would just have to find a place where he
could do as he wished for a while. It wasn’t like he’d really miss running the
Empire…not really…  
  
And he _certainly_ wouldn’t miss Red.  
  
Purple wouldn’t miss him at all. Not after all that had happened, after all
the things Red had just done…  
  
He wouldn’t miss him.  
  
Nope. Not at all.  
  
Purple jumped when there was a knock at the bathroom door, scowling angrily
until he heard Meero’s voice.  
  
“Purple…can I talk to you?”  
  
Relaxing, Pur sighed, smiling a little and going over to unlock the bathroom
door. Meero stepped in, looking over at the ceremonial armour and Purple’s pak
sitting in the corner, then looking up at Purple, something changing in his
emerald eyes.  
  
Purple blinked at him, cocking his head. “Meero? What’s wrong?”  
  
The shorter Irken’s antennae stiffened and stood straight back. “Nothing’s
wrong. I just came to get my goodbye present.”  
  
Pur blinked at him in confusion. “But I didn’t get you anyth—” A metal spider-
leg shot forward and swept Purple’s feet out from under him, and he hit the
floor hard. Before Purple could register what had happened, Meero had pinned
his wrists down on either side of his head, holding them painfully tight. “Wh-
what are you doing?” He pulled at Meero’s grip, blinking up at him. “Let go of
me!”  
  
Meero extended all four of his spider-legs and used them to hold Purple down,
shaking his head. “You and I both know that I could be on that stinking little
planet for months, maybe even years. This may be our last chance to do this.”  
  
Purple frowned in confusion, his innocence and inexperience evident. “To do
what?” He pulled against the metal legs. “Meero, you’re hurting me!” Purple
struggled against the shorter Irken’s grip, his expression pained. “Meero, let
me go! I already told Red—”  
  
The semi-Tall Invader rolled his eyes, cutting him off. “As if _you_ could
ever change Red’s mind on anything.”  
  
Purple went still, his panicked expression slowly morphing into a scowl.
“What’s _that_ supposed to mean?”  
  
Meero actually laughed. “Admit it, Purple. All of your officers know who’s the
brains behind Impending Doom Two.”  
  
Stung by the insult, Purple started to struggle again. “Get OFF of me, Meero.”
He snarled. “That’s an ORDER.”  
  
“Did you ever notice recently that Red’s about an inch or so Taller than you?”  
  
“GET OFF OF ME!!!”  
  
“Denial is an ugly thing.” Meero shook his head as he undid the front of
Purple’s robe, cupping him between the legs, sliding his fingertips over the
small hole there.  
  
Purple tensed, then tried to pull away. “Don’t touch me…” he hissed. He looked
up at Meero for a moment, seeing the cold detachment in his green eyes and
flattening his antennae submissively against his skull. “Why are you doing
this?” He asked softly, his gaze wounded.  
  
“Because I’ve always wanted to bed a Tallest.” Meero grinned. “And you were
the easiest to dupe. But since I won’t have the time to capitalize on a cute,
meaningless relationship, I suppose this will have to do.” With that, Meero
rammed two digits into the small opening as far as they could go, sneering at
Purple’s strangled cry of pain. “Oh, and it’ll be easier on you if you relax,
_Tallest.”_ The title was purred mockingly.  
  
Purple wished now that he hadn’t yelled at Red …he wished he hadn’t hit
him…maybe Red would have been able to stop this from happening. “S-stop,
M—aagh!!” Pur howled in pain as Meero rammed his fingers in again and spread
them wide, undoing his black uniform pants with his free hand and pulling his
stiff member out.  
  
“You’re so naïve, Purple…you’re far too trusting…” the semi-Tall Invader
admonished, rubbing the tip of his erect member against Purple’s virgin hole.
“I’m amazed you haven’t been throttled in your sleep by now.”  
  
Pur clenched his eyes closed, his whole body trembling. “Please stop…” he
moaned despairingly. “Please…”  
  
Meero shook his head, grinning sadistically as he slammed his full length into
Purple’s body, relishing his howl of agony and his fruitless struggling. He
took deep, dark pleasure from having one of the proud rulers of the Irken
Empire fighting beneath him, whimpering like a smeet. Holding one of Purple’s
slender wrists down with a gloved hand, he used his sharp spider-legs to shred
the undershirt to pieces, then cut a strip from the Tallest’s robe, using the
piece of cloth to gag him. “My, you’re vocal…” he purred, snapping his hips
forward, frowning when Purple kept his eyes closed. That wouldn’t do…he wanted
his Tallest to submit to him fully, to watch helplessly as he was dominated by
a subordinate. He pinned Purple’s wrist down with his spider-legs again,
growling at him. “Look at me.”  
  
Consumed by humiliation, Purple cringed and bit down on the gag, keeping his
eyes clenched tightly closed, gasping sharply when he was backhanded across
the face. He opened his eyes, blinking back tears as he gazed up at his
rapist, hurt and betrayal pooling in his dark amethyst eyes. How could Meero
do this to him? How could one of his own officers take pleasure in hurting him
like this?  
  
And after the horrible things he’d just said to Red, who would care?  
  
*  
  
Red sat at his desk in his bedroom, his arms folded on the desk top and his
face buried in them, his antennae drooping on either side of his head.
Purple’s words were still ringing in his ear spots, echoing in his mind,
making his insides ache. After all he’d done, he finally realized exactly how
much he cared about Pur…and he had _really_ lost his chance now. Purple was
never going to forgive him.  
  
Lifting his head and rising slowly to his feet as if he were weighted down by
Vortian lead, Red turned, stumbling over the corner of his chair and sticking
an arm out to catch himself, accidentally bumping the ON switch for the
bathroom camera monitors. Straightening up, he reached out to turn the
monitors off, frowning when something on one of the screens caught his
attention. Red’s eyes widened in shock, and he rushed out of his room, shoving
several guards out of the way as he burst into Purple’s suite, extending his
spider-legs and blasting the bathroom door into pieces.  
  
Meero was straddling Purple’s face, forcing his stiff member into the Taller
Irken’s mouth and down his throat, holding him by the antennae as Purple
sobbed and gagged, too weak to move.  
  
Red grabbed Meero by the antennae and wrenched him off of Purple, shearing
Meero’s spider-legs off at the base with his own and then slamming him against
the wall, both hands wrapped around the Invader’s throat, squeezing hard. “You
spineless, sick little roach—” Red hissed, his eyes narrowed in murderous
rage. “How _dare_ you! How _DARE_ you lay a hand on him!”  
  
Ten Royal guards came charging into Purple’s room, halting and blinking at Red
in surprise.  
  
Snarling, Red threw Meero into the middle of the group of guards. “Put him in
one of the maximum-security cells.” His antennae stiffened aggressively. “And
get out, all of you! NOW!!”  
  
Grabbing Meero and restraining him, the guards fled from the suite.  
  
Purple had curled up into a ball on the floor, his robes tattered and stained
with the bluish-black blood that was creeping out from between his legs as he
wept bitterly.  
  
The sight broke Red’s heart, and he knelt down, pulling Purple into his arms
and holding him tightly, reaching up and gently stroking Pur’s limp antennae,
yanking his hand back when his co-Tallest shrieked in pain and wrenched away
from his touch.  
  
“Don’t touch them!!” Purple wailed, trembling against him. “H-he dislocated
them—”  
  
Red’s eyes widened in horror, then narrowed in fury. “I’m going to tear him
apart—”  
  
Purple coughed and shuddered violently, his squeedlyspooch beginning to reject
Meero’s ejaculatory fluids, his throat burning as he started to struggle in
Red’s arms. “R-Red…I’m gonna be sick…”  
  
Lifting his co-Tallest carefully, Red eased him over to the edge of the tub,
cringing as Purple retched, Meero’s bodily fluid dripping from his chin as he
started sobbing again. Red stroked Purple’s back gently, his expression
pained. “Pur…I…I’m so sorry…” he felt his throat tighten, and he closed his
eyes, flinching as Purple’s body convulsed and he retched again. Red groaned
softly, resting his forehead against Purple’s back. This was all his fault…  
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Chapter 7: Picking up the Pieces  
  
  
After re-connecting Purple’s Pak, Red swept Pur up into his arms, carrying his
co-Tallest into his own room and laying him down gently on his scarlet sheets,
calling for one of the Medical Officers. Dislocated antennae, one of the most
painful injuries an Irken could sustain, was one of the few things their Paks
wouldn’t fix. Broken bones, yes, but since antennae were not extremely
important in terms of survival, Irken Paks hadn’t been programmed to fix them.  
  
Sitting down on the bed next to Purple, Red stroked Pur’s forehead and looked
down at him remorsefully. “The Medical Officer’s on his way.”  
  
“Why?” Purple asked softly, humiliation distracting him unbearably as Meero’s
rough, violating touches and cruel words replayed themselves over and over in
his mind.  
  
Red sighed softly, closing his eyes for a moment. “To fix your antennae.”  
  
“Oh.”  
  
The Medical Officer stepped into the room and walked over to the bed, his
expression one of compassion as he inspected Purple’s damaged antennae. “Yes,
they’re dislocated quite badly.” He sighed, looking over at Red. “I’m going to
have to set them. It’s not exactly pleasant, my Tallest, so if you wish to
leave—”  
  
Red shook his head solemnly. “I’m not leaving him.”  
  
The Medical Officer nodded. “If you could help me move him so that his head is
resting at the side of the bed with his antennae sticking out over the edge—”  
  
Once Purple was in the requested position, Red sat down next to him on the bed
again, taking his hand and looking down into the pain-dulled violet eyes that
quickly slipped shut to avoid his gaze. Red watched anxiously as the Medical
Officer knelt beside the bed and placed one hand on Purple’s forehead, the
other hovering just above the base of Pur’s right antenna. The Officer looked
up at Red. “Squeeze his hand for me, please.”  
  
Red did as asked, holding Purple’s hand tightly as the Medical Officer wrapped
his fingers around the base of the first stalk, setting the delicate bone back
in place.  
  
Purple’s hazed eyes cleared for a few seconds as he shrieked in agony, almost
breaking Red’s fingers before his system overloaded and he blacked out.  
  
Seized by sudden irrational terror, Red dove forward to shake him, blinking in
confusion when the doctor held him back.  
  
“No, my Tallest, let him be. It’s easier on him if he’s not awake when I do
this.”  
  
Red bit his lip and nodded in resignation, looking down at Purple worriedly,
gently running his fingertips over Pur’s bruised cheek. “Should…should I
squeeze his hand again?”  
  
The doctor smiled kindly, taking the left antenna in his hand and nodding.  
  
Squeezing Pur’s hand tightly, Red cringed as the Medical Officer set the bone
back in place.  
  
The second burst of pain jarred Purple into consciousness again, and he cried
out, flailing wildly, completely unaware of his surroundings. Red grabbed him
and held him close, stroking Purple’s back just beneath his Pak, murmuring
softly into one of his ear spots.  
  
The Medical Officer rose to his feet. “I’m going to give him some pain
medicines that will help him sleep, my Tallest.” He brought a small device out
of his case, placing it against Purple’s skin just above his Pak, the
medicines releasing into the Tallest’s body with a soft click. The doctor put
the tool away, bowing respectfully and departing without a word, knowing
instinctively that the two needed privacy.  
  
“I’m here.” Red murmured softly, hating himself inside for not being there the
one time that Purple had needed him most. And it was all because he couldn’t
tell Pur how he felt in the first place. Now his co-Tallest had been damaged,
possibly beyond repair.  
  
Purple’s struggling slowed, and he was still for a moment. With a soft moan,
Purple buried his face in Red’s chest. “Red…” he swallowed hard, his throat
still sore. “I should have listened to you…”  
  
Red clenched his teeth, self-loathing burning like acid inside of him.
“Don’t.” He murmured, holding Purple close and pulling the blankets up over
him. “Go to sleep, Pur. I’ll be here when you wake up. I promise.”  
  
*  
  
Purple woke late in the morning, sighing when he felt Red’s arms wrapped
around him tightly. Why did he keep doing that? As Purple moved to squirm out
of his co-Tallest’s grip, a blinding jet of pain shot up from between his
legs, and the memories of the previous night’s events overwhelmed him with
excruciating clarity. A vicious wave of nausea washed over him, and he
clenched his eyes closed, going limp and starting to sob quietly.  
  
Red woke instantly, and he sat up, gently turning Purple to face him, his
features drawn from hours of watching over his co-Tallest before he himself
had finally dozed off. “Pur…” he wiped the tears from his companion’s face,
“what’s wrong?” When Purple didn’t answer, Red frowned, reaching towards the
bedside table. “I’ll call the Medical Officer—”  
  
“NO!!” Purple shrieked, grabbing Red’s arm.  
  
Red blinked at him in shock. “Why?”  
  
Purple’s cheeks flushed in mortification and he closed his eyes, turning away.
“I…I just don’t want anyone to see me right now.”  
  
Red cringed as a surge of guilt rushed through him. “Do you want me to leave?”
he asked softly.  
  
Purple’s expression turned to one of abject terror and he flung his arms
around Red, clinging to him tightly. “Don’t leave me! Please…” A sob caught in
Purple’s throat. “I don’t wanna be alone…”  
  
Pur’s tears made Red groan softly, his heart aching. “Oh, Pur…” Red cringed,
closing his eyes and stroking Purple’s back tenderly. How could he have let
this happen? It was almost as if he’d been forced to endure Meero’s actions
himself, Purple’s suffering hurt him so much… “Pur, you’re safe now. I’m
here…”  
  
His co-Tallest shook his head weakly. “It doesn’t matter…” he groaned, still
holding onto Red tightly. “It’s too late...I should have been more careful…”
Purple whimpered, looking up at Red brokenly. “Why did he do it, Red? Why did
he…hurt me?”  
  
Red gazed into the wounded amethyst eyes, his throat tightening. “I don’t
know, Pur,” he said softly.  
  
Purple groaned, shuddering. “I’m dirty…I can still feel that stuff on me…” He
made a face, feeling sick again.  
  
Red frowned, then pulled Purple into his arms, climbing out of the bed. “I’m
going to run you a bath, Pur.” He carried his co-Tallest into the bathroom,
gently setting him down on the soft red bath mat, reaching over and pressing
the button to run the gel into the tub. As the tub filled, he looked down at
Purple for a moment, sighing softly when Pur flinched and looked away. “Are
you still angry at me?”  
  
“I…I don’t know…” Pur sniffled miserably.  
  
Red sighed, deciding to leave the issue alone. When the bath was filled with
gel, he gently and carefully lifted Purple’s lean body and lowered him into
the tub, frowning slightly when he felt him flinch. “Is it too hot?”  
  
Pur clenched his eyes closed. “Just put me in, Red.” He hissed, almost
angrily.  
  
Red lowered him the rest of the way, then leaned back, drying his arms off on
a towel, watching his co-Tallest as he sat in the tub, his knees drawn up
against his chest.  
  
Purple turned his head, scowling at Red. “Turn around. You’ve watched me
enough.”  
  
Red winced, sighing and turning around, sitting down and leaning back against
the edge of the tub. “I’m going to order the techs to put The Massive on a
course towards Judgementia.”  
  
Pur tensed, his expression one of horrified dismay. “No…Red, please, the last
thing I want right now is for…for any of this to…to be made public.”
Remembering something Meero had said, Purple bit his lip and turned away, his
antennae drooping sorrowfully. “Besides, the crew barely respects me as it
is.”  
  
The words made Red stiffen, and he turned his head, looking at Purple and
frowning deeply. “Who said that?”  
  
“I know it’s true.” Purple murmured softly, stretching his two-fingered hand
underneath the surface of the gel. “I told you, Red…” his voice was soft, “I’m
not as stupid as you think I am.”  
  
Red scowled. “I don’t think you’re stupid.”  
  
Purple laughed bitterly, shaking his head. “You’re a terrible liar.” He gasped
when Red grabbed him roughly by the arm, his scarlet eyes burning with an
intensity Purple had never seen before. Pur swallowed nervously, his antennae
lowering submissively.  
  
“Don’t ever call me that again, Pur.” Red growled.  
  
“It’s what you are.” Purple scowled, his aching antennae stiffening angrily.
“Let go of me.”  
  
Red opened his mouth to say something, then stopped. Purple was right. That
was all he’d done for the past week or so, was lie. So maybe he was a liar.
Red sighed and let go of Purple’s arm, turning around again and leaning back
against the tub, lowering his head and running his fingertips along the edge
of his robe.  
  
Purple washed himself slowly and carefully, puzzled by how quiet Red was all
of a sudden. After going over his entire body four times, he finally felt
clean, positive that he’d removed all of his assailant’s fluids from his skin.
He sighed softly, closing his eyes as tears started to sting at them. “I’m
done,” he murmured. “Can you pass me a towel?”  
  
Rising to his feet, Red pulled a large fluffy crimson towel off of the towel
rack, offering it to Purple, who stood and took it from him, wrapping it
around himself and stepping out of the tub. As the gel drained from the tub,
Purple gave Red a stern look. “Turn around.”  
  
Red sighed, shaking his head and leaning against the doorframe as he faced out
into the bedroom, inspecting his long fingers absently.  
  
Purple dried himself carefully, eyes narrowed, his sore antennae twitching
irritably. “I’m guessing you didn’t bother to bring me a clean uniform.”  
  
Red clenched his teeth, trying not to lose his patience at Purple’s
bitterness, especially seeing as how he’d brought it upon himself. “I didn’t
have a chance, Purple, seeing as how I haven’t left your side since the moment
I brought you here, after having your stupid little lover arrested.”  
  
The words were like a slap in the face, and Purple whispered softly. “He’s not
my lover any more, Red.” His bottom lip quivered as he pushed past Red and
grabbed one of his co-Tallest’s crimson bathrobes, tears running down his face
as he wrapped it tightly around his naked body, not caring any more if Red was
watching or not. “I’ll go and get one.”  
  
Instantly regretting his harsh words, Red stepped out in front of him, gently
resting his hands on Purple’s shoulders. “Pur…I…I’m sorry, I shouldn’t have
said that.”  
  
Purple sighed, wiping at one of his eyes and looking down at the floor
silently.  
  
Red kicked himself inwardly for hurting him, and he sighed, running his hands
down Purple’s arms and taking his hands, squeezing them gently. “I’m sorry,
Pur.”  
  
“It’s my own fault.” Purple pulled his hands away, shaking his head. “I don’t
want to be touched right now. I’m going to go get dressed. I’ll meet you on
the Control Deck.”  
  
Red watched him leave, then sighed heavily and went to bathe and don his
uniform.  
  
*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*  
To Krimzon: Thank you for the feedback, I worked really, really hard on that
chapter. And in truth, yes, Meero knew what _could_ happen to him, but his
plan was to rape Pur and then kill him. Although he didn’t know about the
cameras, so he wouldn’t have gotten away with it anyway.  
To Kharn: I’m amazed that my writing is emotional enough to make a reader want
to pause. And yes, it’s hard not to feel bad for Purple, considering that it
was his trust that isolated him in the first place…  
To BurningSilence: Thank you for the feedback…I worked very hard on that
chapter, I must have combed through it at least five times before posting it.  
To InvaderMonkey: Easy, soldier, easy…Meero will be dealt with.  
To XxSilentNightRainxX: Red is pretty hungry for vengeance, so I wouldn’t
worry, the punishment will probably fit the crime.  
To Insanity: *blushes* It’s wonderful to know you’re reading more than one of
my stories. It’s so flattering, and I’ve always loved your feedback. Thanks so
much!  
To Tama-Sama: *hands you a tissue* Don’t cry!  
To vtsfy: *gasp* Don’t hurt spiders! They are my friends! *winks* And thank
you for your continuing feedback.  
To Meee: Purple isn’t going to forget Red’s lies so easily…stay tuned, though.  
To GothycCoalChambr: *salutes and lurves back* thank you for the praise, it’s
greatly appreciated. Readers like you are the reason I keep writing. *lurve*




        8-Respect


Chapter 8: Respect  
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Meero coughed, blood trailing from one corner of his mouth as he looked up at
Red hatefully for a long moment, then grinned. “Jealousy is so unbecoming,”
his eyes narrowed, “No matter what you do to me, it’ll never change the fact
that I took something from him that you’ll never have.”  
  
Red’s eyes narrowed and he growled. “And what would that be, drone?” His
guards stood outside the cell door, having been ordered not to enter. He
wanted this slimy little wretch alone.  
  
The Invader snickered. “You’ll never be his first.”  
  
Rage boiled up inside of Red until he was seething with it, and he stepped
forward, smashing Meero across the face with his gauntlet, then hauling him up
by one antenna. “If those words ever come out of your mouth again, I’ll have
it sealed shut.” He hissed, his antennae stiff.  
  
The shorter Irken gasped and hissed in pain at the rough yanking on his
antenna, but eventually Meero’s eyes glittered. “Oh, a few of the officers
have noticed that you’re Taller than him, Tallest Red. Have you measured
yourselves recently? Or is it just that it’s more convenient to have him on
your arm at political functions?”  
  
Red snarled, twisting his antenna roughly. “You are no longer an officer,
squag-roach. I wouldn’t worry about those things if I were you. I’d worry more
about what I’m going to do to you before you die.”  
  
Meero scowled, then spat blood in Red’s face.  
  
The Tallest’s scarlet eyes narrowed to razor-thin slits, blazing with hatred
and fueled by possessive rage. “I’m going to have you begging for death before
we even reach Judgementia.” Red threw Meero against the wall, then turned and
left the cell, taking a clean cloth held out to him by one of the guards and
wiping his face as he went towards the Control Deck.  
  
*  
  
Purple started to tap his fingers nervously against the edge of his seat,
wondering why Red was taking so long. He was almost half an hour late; usually
it was Purple who wasn’t punctual. It wasn’t like Pur was unaccustomed to
running the ship or anything; it was just…well…since what had happened, he
didn’t like being alone. And even though he had over thirty officers
surrounding him on the Control Deck, he still felt afraid. He no longer felt
confident enough to trust them. Not only that, he felt like they were watching
him. Judging him. What if word of what had happened had gotten out? What if
his officers knew? Purple rubbed his temples, his cheeks flushing deeply.  
  
His sore antennae pricked forward when he heard the familiar sound of his co-
Tallest’s hover belt, and he lifted his head, looking up at Red, who was
wiping his hands on a cloth, which he promptly tossed aside for a random
janitorial drone to sweep away. Purple gazed at Red for a long moment and then
looked around nervously. “What took you so long?”  
  
Red stretched, his armour glinting in the light. “Just taking care of
something.”  
  
Purple frowned a little, his antennae lowering again. “There’s blood on one of
your gauntlets.”  
  
Red quirked an antenna. “Is there?” He hummed, obtaining another rag from a
service drone, polishing the metal idly.  
  
“What were you doing?” Purple asked softly, feeling uneasy.  
  
Red waved dismissively. “I told you. I was just taking care of something.”  
  
Pur gazed at him for a little longer, then sighed and shrugged it off.  
  
  
An hour or so passed on the Control Deck before Purple felt hunger gnawing at
him, and he looked at the door which led to the lounge, debating on whether or
not he wanted food that badly. Normally he’d just float off and get some, but
not now…  
  
Red was scanning through the last progress report, a puppet show from Meekrob,
tapping his fingers idly against the screen as he considered the information
being presented.  
  
Purple clenched his teeth. He was still angry at Red for lying to him. And
besides, Red still wanted to…do those types of things with him…and it scared
him. He didn’t want those kinds of touches any more. Purple closed his eyes,
his expression pained. He was scared to get close to someone again, especially
Red. Sure, Red had saved him from Meero, but maybe that was just due to his
own personal agenda…Purple truly didn’t know any more. Rising to his feet, he
looked at Red for a moment, quickly turning away when his co-Tallest looked up
at him with concerned scarlet eyes. Floating off, Purple went to the lounge
alone.  
  
Slipping into a stool at the floating bar, Purple ordered a bag of chips and
something to drink. As he ate his snack, he looked down at his reflection in
the shiny bar top, eventually losing himself in his own thoughts, most of them
painful.  
  
*  
  
Red watched as Purple left the Control Deck, having to suppress the urge to
get up and go after him. He sighed heavily. Purple needed his space right now.
But when forty-five minutes passed and Purple still hadn’t returned, Red got
up and went towards the lounge. Hey, he had an excuse! He was worried. And
with what had happened, there was no way that Pur could blame him.  
  
Entering the lounge, Red looked around, spotting Purple at the snack bar and
just watching him for a while, observing the way he was sitting. It made him
ache inside; Pur looked so sad. Red wasn’t used to that; usually Purple was
grinning about something, or pouting, or even just looking bored. But Pur was
sad now, and it looked all wrong. Sighing, Red drifted towards him.  
  
  
Purple almost jumped out of his skin when he felt a hand on his shoulder, and
he cried out sharply, drawing the attention of most of the patrons of the bar.  
  
Red winced. “Sorry. I said your name, but you didn’t answer.”  
  
Purple’s cheeks flushed and he tried not to notice the way everyone was
staring at him. “I was just…thinking about stuff.”  
  
Red nodded, sitting down next to him. “You’ve been gone for almost an hour,
Pur.”  
  
  
Purple’s eyes widened and he blinked at his co-ruler. “What?”  
  
“You’ve been gone for almost an hour. I got worried about you.”  
  
“Oh.” Purple turned away, his antennae lowering as he sipped at his drink,
which was almost empty.  
  
Red watched him for a moment, then sighed softly. “Well, now that I know
you’re okay, I’ll head back to the Control Deck. I just wanted to check on
you.”  
  
Purple nodded silently, looking down at the counter top again.  
  
Giving Pur one last, longing gaze, Red turned and left the lounge.  
  
  
Purple saw him leave out of the corner of his eye, sighing softly. He’d really
been gone for an hour? He checked the time piece inside his left gauntlet, his
aching antennae twitching slightly when he saw that it was true. But he didn’t
want to leave just yet. He shifted into a quiet, shadowy corner of the snack
bar, sighing heavily.  
  
“It’s the weirdest thing, though, Yai. One day I was training him, the next—”
the Invader snapped her fingers, “—he was gone. Just like that.”  
  
“He must’ve gotten in dookie for something, Invader Krim.”  
  
Pur tensed, his gaze following the source of the voices: an Invader and one of
her students who had seated themselves at a booth nearby. Purple felt
nauseous.  
  
“So where is he?” the young Invader-in-training inquired.  
  
The Invader named Krim shook her head. “I don’t know. But if he got in dookie,
I guess maybe he’s in a holding cell or something.”  
  
“But he was an Invader-in-training! I mean, come _on_ , what could he possibly
have done that would deserve being put in a cell?”  
  
Purple pushed his drink and his chips away, not feeling hungry any more as a
shudder ran down his spine.  
  
The Invader was quiet for a long moment before speaking. “I heard a rumour
that there was an assassination threat against Purple’s life.” She raised a
gloved hand. “Mind you, it’s only a rumour. But if Meero was the one
responsible…”  
  
Purple groaned softly, burying his face in his hands. How much did these
officers know?  
  
“But I thought they were…you know…dating.”  
  
The words made Purple flinch. That’s what he got for dating an officer. He
should have known better…  
  
Krim sighed. “I don’t know. They did seem happy together, but…” another sigh,
“I just don’t know.” She took a sip of her soda, then put it down. “And
another thing: who would ever make a threat against Almighty Tallest Purple’s
life? I mean, Tallest Red, I would understand, as he’s far more aggressive,
but…”  
  
Purple frowned. Again, he was reminded of Meero’s insults. And having them
reinforced by his own officers…it was devastating.  
  
“Tallest Purple is more passive,” the Invader-in-training interjected.  
  
A growl caught in Purple’s throat. Passive?  
  
“No. Not passive.” Invader Krim frowned. “He’s stronger than he lets on, Yai.
_Far_ stronger. And if Meero made any attempt against Almighty Tallest
Purple’s life, then I pity the poor idiot. He deserves the fullest extent of
Irken law for such blasphemy.”  
  
The young student nodded, munching on some chips. “Besides, Tallest Purple’s a
nice guy. I like him. I still can’t figure out why someone would want to hurt
him.”  
  
Invader Krim shook her head, frowning. “I told you, Yai, it’s a _rumour._ Say
no more about it.” Her tone was stern.  
  
Purple rose to his feet, floating towards the exit to the lounge, pausing at
the table where Krim and Yai were sitting.  
  
Both officers jumped to their feet, standing at attention and saluting. “My
Tallest.”  
  
He gazed at Invader Krim for a long time, looking deep into her eyes and
seeing nothing there but respect. It made him feel a little better.  
  
“At ease,” Purple murmured, then left the lounge to return to the Control
Deck.  
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Chapter 9: Revelation  
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http://yaoi.y-gallery.net/view/72834/ Just cut and paste that happy link, and
go see! If you have a membership to Y! gallery thing, that is. If not, get
one! Well and muchly worth it, my luvs! Plus you get to join the RAPR club
thingy of DOOM! And doom is nice!  
  
  
Red scanned through some data, pausing to rub his eyes before resuming his
work, muttering something and then calling to one of the Techs. “You…go get me
a soda. No ice.”  
  
“Yes, My Tallest!” The Tech saluted and ran off.  
  
It was then that Red noticed Purple returning to the Control Deck through one
of the nearby archways.  
  
Purple hovered over to him, looking down at the file screens Red had piled in
front of him on the main console. “Whatcha doing?”  
  
Red sat up and stretched. “Catching up on some work.”  
  
Sitting down next to his co-ruler, Purple leaned over and looked at the pile.
“What kind of work?”  
  
Red picked up one of the screens. “Mainly stock and inventory stuff for The
Massive, approving the items requested and all that.”  
  
“Why don’t you give me half?”  
  
Red blinked at Purple in surprise, at a loss for words in light of the strange
request.  
  
Shaking his head, Purple reached out and took half of the pile of screens,
pulling the topmost one out and looking over it. “What’s this one?”  
  
“It’s a list of some of the things we need to restock.” Red indicated one of
the items. “We need a new vent for one of the power core chambers. We’re
running on an auxiliary right now, which should last us until we can stop by
Vort and have the vent replaced, which shouldn’t take long anyway.” He watched
as Purple began to scan through the items, reading and approving them one by
one.  
  
Half an hour passed, and Purple suddenly spoke. “This gets really boring after
a while.”  
  
Red smirked. “I don’t really enjoy it all that much either, but it has to be
done. Are you sure you want to take all of those on?”  
  
Purple nodded. “Red, we both learned how to do these in the Academy. I’m not
dumb. I wanna help.”  
  
Red chuckled softly, shaking his head and then gazing at Purple for a long
moment.  
  
Purple picked up the next screen before looking over at Red, realizing that
his co-Tallest was watching him, gazing at him with poorly veiled affection.
The look in those deep red eyes made Purple blush. He turned away quickly,
clearing his throat and busying himself with the inventory files.  
  
Another hour or so passed, and Purple set aside a few more screens. As he took
a momentary break from reading, Pur looked around, frowning when he saw a few
techs gathered near one console, obviously conversing amongst themselves.
Purple’s sore antennae twitched in agitation as he caught a few words that
drifted down from the mid-level; they were talking about Meero, wondering what
had happened to him. And if that many officers had noticed his assailant’s
absence…  
  
*  
  
By the time evening came, Purple was a nervous wreck. He felt like everyone
was watching him, talking and whispering behind his back…he couldn’t stand
it!! Rushing back to his quarters and activating one of the computers, he
pulled up the surveillance records of the prison cells. He wanted to know…he
_had_ to know if Meero had been saying anything to the prison guards. He had
to know if it had spread.  
  
Fast-forwarding until the point where his assailant was dragged into the cell
and chained, Purple wrapped his arms around himself, watching anxiously as the
footage played. He shuddered and clenched his eyes closed as the words and
epithets started pouring out, as the Invader bragged and gloated, shouting
about his actions over and over again, until finally one of the guards came
into the cell and issued an authorized anesthetic to knock him out, obviously
sick and tired of Meero’s ranting. Purple groaned and buried his face in his
hands, sitting down at the computer. He couldn’t stop the tape. He had to
know…  
  
After the first few hours of footage, Purple had run out of tears to cry and
watched with a detached sense of numbness. Meero’s rants had been halted by
unconsciousness, which Purple had skimmed through, but Meero’s tirade had
resumed as soon as the sedative wore off. Pur frowned when someone entered the
cell, and he blinked in surprise when he saw that it was Red. Why would Red
bother with a prisoner, especially one he hated as much as Meero? Purple
reached forward and increased the volume. Why was Red in the cell without any
guards?  
  
“My Tallest.” Meero snickered, grinning up at Red.  
  
Red was silent for a long time, then grabbed Meero by the throat and ripped
him forcefully out of his bonds, slamming him against the wall and watching as
the Invader slid down to the floor in a crumpled pile, groaning and twitching
for a few seconds before lifting his head and snarling a curse at Red.  
  
Purple watched in absolute shock. While Red was more prone to violent
outbursts than himself, and was also more likely to hit someone, Purple had
_never_ seen his co-Tallest behave so violently. Even Red’s hatred of Meero
didn’t really explain how cruel he was being. Purple chewed his lower lip as
he watched, thoroughly confused.  
  
“You’ve sunk far lower than the crime of assassination, you slime licking
dirt-stain.” Red growled, towering over his subordinate. “I don’t even want to
know what disgusting reasons you can come up with for what you did. But I’m
going to deal with you personally.” Red kicked Meero hard, snarling. “It had
to be him, didn’t it, you worthless little roach?!” He wrenched on Meero’s
antennae and struck him across the face with his gauntlet, knocking him to the
floor and kicking him. “Anyone else and I wouldn’t have bothered with you;
you’d just be rotting in a prison cell somewhere.” He snarled. Red kicked him
again, then hauled him up and shoved him against the wall, his face inches
from the shorter Irken’s. “You malicious little bastard…you took advantage of
his trust just so you could—”  
  
“You’re quite a hypocrite, Tallest Red.” Meero snapped. “You lied to him just
as much as I did, if not more. You may have thought you were subtle about it,
but your officers aren’t as stupid and gullible as he is.”  
  
Purple cringed, his sore antennae lowering and his expression pained.  
  
On the screen, Red slammed Meero against the wall again, his voice almost too
low for the camera to pick up as he growled something at the Invader.  
  
Frowning, Purple reached out with a trembling hand and rewound the tape for a
few seconds before playing it again, raising the volume and leaning forward to
listen.  
  
“Your lies were because you wanted to hurt him, you disgusting little roach.”
Red hissed, his teeth clenched and his eyes burning with hatred. “Mine were
because I love him.”  
  
Purple’s jaw dropped open, his eyes wide with shock.  
  
*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*  
  
To Krimzon: *blushes at remarks about brilliance* You’re too kind, really.
Hope you enjoyed the ‘smacking-the-shit-out-of-Meero’ goodness in this
chapter…and DAYUM, your artwork is smokin’ hot! Whee!  
To BurningSilence: LOL I hope that little interlude between Red and Meero
qualified as ‘wiping the floor with him’…And as always, thank you for
reviewing. *lurve*  
To Yaoifanboy: Don’t forget to check the link at the top of the chapter
here!!! Krimzon is amazing at RAPR pr0n goodness!!  
To Kari: Don’t worry, I think Red might eventually get a chance…and you like
Purple more on the show, or in my story? I wasn’t sure what you meant from
your review. And methinks you are a new reviewy-peep! Welcome!  
To XxSilentNightRainxX: man, everybody loves it when Meero gets the shit
kicked outta him! *grins* it’s okay, I enjoy writing it.  
To Kharn: Gossip? Nah, it’s exposition!  
To Jade: I’ll do my darndest, luv.  
To Tamago: Gah, dial-up!! Cursed art thou!! *flings holy water* Hmm, antennae
ripping…hmm….
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Chapter 10: Soft Confessions  
  
***This chapter is dedicated to milo1047, an awesome DA artist and also a new
reviewy-peep! Go look at milo1047’s shtuff on DA!! WHOO!!  
  
  
Finding that Red wasn’t in his room, Purple put on his casual robes and
searched for him. Finally hovering out onto the Control Deck, he saw Red
sitting at the helm, reading through some documents.  
  
Red jumped when he felt a hand on his shoulder, and he blinked up at Purple,
his features strained with exhaustion. “Pur? What are you doing up this late?”  
  
Purple quirked an antenna. “I was gonna ask you the same thing.”  
  
Blushing a little, Red looked down at the pile of documents and his half-eaten
bag of chips. “I have work I need to catch up on.” Red sighed, rubbing his
eyes and then looking up at Purple again. “I couldn’t really sleep anyway.”  
  
“How come?”  
  
Red’s antennae drooped a little and he looked away. “Just…I dunno. Worried, I
guess.”  
  
“About me?”  
  
Red nodded.  
  
Purple felt a little flutter in his squeedlyspooch. “Why?”  
  
“Huh?” Red lifted his head drowsily and looked up at his co-Tallest again.  
  
“Why are you worried about me?”  
  
Red opened his mouth, then closed it, trying to think of something to say,
realizing that lying to Pur was no longer an option, and it wouldn’t be an
option ever again. He looked down at the documents, fiddling with them
awkwardly. “Because…of what happened.” Meeting Purple’s eyes hesitantly, Red
sighed. His antennae lowered as he looked away again, straightening the fold
in his scarlet robe.  
  
Purple looked around at the Technicians and Communications Officers who were
working the late shift, manning the controls, then looked down at his co-
Tallest again. Leaning forward, he took one of Red’s gauntleted arms, tugging
him gently to his feet. “Let’s go somewhere else, Red.”  
  
Nodding absently, Red followed along, puzzled by Purple’s behaviour but not
questioning it. He was too tired to think about such things. In truth, he
hadn’t had a good night’s sleep since Purple had been raped.  
  
Pur stopped in front of Red’s door, waiting for his co-Tallest to open it and
then following him in. Purple sat on the edge of the bed, watching as Red
removed his hover belt and armour and flopped down onto the couch with an
explosive sigh.  
  
“So why are you so worried about me, Red?”  
  
Red groaned softly, covering his eyes. “Pur…I…” He clenched his teeth, then
lowered his hand and looked over at Purple wearily. “You’ve been hurt, and
that bothers me.”  
  
Purple looked down at the floor, his sore antennae drooping slightly. “I’ll
get over it.”  
  
A dark frown crept across Red’s face and he rose, walking over to the bed and
kneeling in front of Purple so that he could look into his eyes. “That’s not
the point. It should never have happened. And it wouldn’t have happened if I’d
been there to protect you.” Red sighed heavily and looked away. “Like I was
supposed to be.” Meeting Purple’s eyes again, his expression turned serious.
“But mark my words, Purple, that rotten little dirt-crab is going to regret
what he did, and he’s going to regret it until the day of his execution, if I
don’t kill him before then.”  
  
A shy smile flitted across Purple’s face and he blushed a little. “I know.”  
  
Red blinked at him in surprise, his antennae quirking in puzzlement. “Why are
you smiling?”  
  
Purple blushed a little more, then looked at Red questioningly. “Why do you
feel so responsible for me? I’m not a smeet.”  
  
“I know.” Red shrugged. “It’s just that…well…we’ve been Tallests together for
so long…” he sighed, rubbing the back of his neck as he felt his cheeks
heating up a little. “I don’t want to lose you.”  
  
“The Empire won’t fall apart if I’m gone.” Pur sighed softly.  
  
Red gazed up at him. “It would for me.” He could already feel his heart
racing. Was Purple going to believe him? “I don’t _ever_ want to lose you.”  
  
Purple held his breath for a long moment, then let it out slowly. “What are
you trying to say, Red?”  
  
His antennae quivering nervously and his palms sweating, Red swallowed hard.
“I care about you, Pur.” He blushed deeply and looked down at his hands, his
antennae lowered.  
  
  
Pur chuckled, deciding to play a little. Hey, Red deserved it for being a
jerk! “Well, duh. You and I have been friends since we were smeets, Red. Of
course you care about me.” Turning around and stretching out on Red’s bed, he
pretended to be completely oblivious. “I’m proud of myself for getting so many
of those inventory forms done…”  
  
Red opened his mouth, then closed it, torn between nodding and stopping
Purple’s change of subject to tell him how he really felt. After a minute or
so, he remembered that not telling Pur how he felt was exactly what got him
into all of this mess to begin with. He cleared his throat.  
  
“Pur…there’s something…I wanted to tell you.” Red could feel his cheeks
burning. He knew this was going to be difficult, but he hadn’t counted on it
being _this_ difficult. His hands were shaking, for crying out loud! He’d
never been so nervous in his entire life…  
  
Acting as if he hadn’t heard, Purple reached back and pulled a small bag of
chips out of his pak, munching on them loudly. He turned his head, blinking at
Red for a moment. “Sorry, what?” he spoke around a mouthful of chips,
crunching noisily.  
  
“I…” Red cringed, feeling the weight of exhaustion starting to pull him down
as he yawned unintentionally.  
  
Seeing that Red was starting to fight off sleep with less and less success,
Purple decided to cease his playing and he set the bag of chips aside, sitting
up and letting his long, slender legs hang over the edge of Red’s bed. “Come
on up and sit here, Red.” He patted the spot next to him on the bed.  
  
Too tired to argue, Red got up and climbed onto the bed, sitting down next to
Purple and looking at him seriously. “Pur, I have to tell you something.”  
  
Purple held his breath for a long moment, his heart beating faster as he let
it out slowly, his antennae trembling. “Sure, Red. What’s up?”  
  
Red was silent for almost a minute before the words would finally come out.  
  
“I love you.”  
  
Purple swore he felt his heart stop for a few seconds. When he spoke, his
voice was soft. “You do?”  
  
Red nodded, the anxiety inside of him managing to keep exhaustion in check.
“Very much. And I should have told you a long time ago…” He looked down at the
bedspread, rubbing his fingers along the fabric. “And maybe you would never
have gone near…that…Meero…”  
  
Purple sighed, his sore antennae relaxing slightly. “You stopped him from
doing a lot more, Red…” he shifted closer to his co-Tallest on the bed. “He
said he was gonna kill me.”  
  
Red’s head jerked up, his eyes widening. “He _what?!?”_  
  
Pur nodded. “He was gonna kill me when he was done. You saved me.”  
  
Red was silent for a long time, then slipped his arms around Purple’s waist,
pulling him close. “Never again, Pur.”  
  
Purple smiled, sighing softly. “Thank you.” He could feel Red’s weight against
him increase slightly, and he sat up, smiling when he saw that his co-Tallest
had almost fallen asleep against him. “Go to sleep, Red.”  
  
Nodding drowsily, Red got up and removed his robes, changing into a pair of
sleep pants and climbing under the covers as Purple held the blankets up for
him. To his surprise, Purple joined him under the blankets, slipping an arm
around his waist.  
  
“Red?”  
  
“Yeah?” The scarlet Tallest was unable to keep his eyes open now, sleep
beginning to pull him down into its dark embrace.  
  
“I love you too.”  
  
Smiling, Red pulled Purple close and pressed a kiss against the top of his
head, drifting off into the most relaxed and peaceful sleep he’d ever had.  
  
*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*  
To Kharn: *waves smelling salts*  
To Krimzon: LOL Anything you want me to spread the word about, luv, you just
tell me. It’s the very least I can do. *LURVE*  
To BurningSilence: I think it surprised him, really, but he was already
beginning to suspect…and yes, I think Pur was a little bit scared, too.  
To XxSilentNightRainxX: thank you! And thanks for the feedback and review, I
appreciate it very much. I’m glad you’re enjoying my fic.  
To Haywire_Hakaze (the Reviewer Formerly Known as VTSFY): If the link’s not
working, you may need to join up with Y! groups. There might be another way,
but that’s the only one I know of right now. Best to ask Krimzon. And thank
you so much for the wonderful feedback…and it’s true, you really can’t beat
the Tallests. There’s just so much…chemistry there.  
To GothycCoalChambr: Oh, TRUST ME, life certainly does get in the way
sometimes. I totally understand. It’s just wonderful to have you back. *lurve*
And thanks for reviewing, your feedback is wonderful and it makes me happy.  
To littleshipper: A y! account is a handy thing to have anyways…And I don’t
know why everyone keeps saying Pur is stupid…they just don’t know him well
enough yet, I think…  
To milo1047: Hey, I know you from the DA crowd! Welcome to the reviewy-peeps
crowd, I’m so happy to have your input on my story! *dances* Much lurve for
you, my friend, I’m happy to see your name on here.
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Chapter 11: Dark Side  
  
****This chapter is dedicated to InvaderMonkey! Welcome back, you’ve been
missededed!  
  
  
Purple woke first in the morning, cuddling up against Red, then nuzzling his
neck, sighing softly. Slipping out of bed, Purple took one last look at Red,
smiling, and then left the room, going to his own suite to bathe and get
dressed. Returning to Red’s suite when he was done, he saw that his co-Tallest
was still sound asleep, and he didn’t have the heart to wake him. Shaking his
head, Pur floated off to the Control Deck, sitting down at the helm and
pulling up the work he’d left off with the day before.  
  
About an hour later, one of the Communications Officers ran up to him and
saluted.  
  
Purple’s antennae quirked forward, and he blinked at him. “Yes?”  
  
“My Tallest, there seems to be a problem with one of the prisoners on board.”  
  
Pur’s squeedlyspooch tightened, and he suddenly felt very sick. “Oh?” He tried
not to look anxioius. “And what’s the problem?”  
  
The officer sighed. “The guards assigned to his maximum security cell are
getting very annoyed…he’s loud and extremely obnoxious.”  
  
Purple nodded quietly, setting his document tablet down. “I understand that
he’s obnoxious, but that’s the job those guards have been assigned to.”  
  
The Communications Officer looked extremely uncomfortable. “It’s…something
else, too, my Tallest…the guards wouldn’t tell me the details, but they really
wanted to see you and Tallest Red in person, which is why they sent me
up…they’re requesting to speak with you both.”  
  
Purple rose to his feet, straightening his robe. “Red’s busy. I can talk to
them.”  
  
  
As the officer led Purple towards the cell, the violet Tallest cringed. Loud
and obnoxious was an understatement; Meero was being downright
confrontational. Staying out of the line of sight of the entrance to the cell,
Purple nodded to the two guards, who looked thoroughly exasperated, but
relieved to see him. “You wanted to speak to me?”  
  
One of the guards stepped forward, nodding, then looking pointedly at the
Communications Officer, who saluted and ran off. “My Tallest…” the guard
shifted from foot to foot. “This prisoner is becoming extremely…unpleasant.”  
  
“It’s your job to guard him.”  
  
“Oh yes, I know that, my Tallest,” the guard nodded, then cringed a little at
another loud burst of epithets from inside the cell. “It’s just…the things
he’s saying about you are quite unacceptable. We don’t believe a word of it,
of course, but it’s beginning to get really offensive. There are certain
things an Irken shouldn’t say about the rulers of our Empire.”  
  
“Indeed.” Purple muttered, looking towards the entrance of the cell. “So what
do you want me to do about it?” He looked back down at the guard, his antennae
twitching.  
  
“We wanted to ask if you or Tallest Red could authorize us to keep him under
sedation.”  
  
Pur contemplated this for a moment, then shook his head. “I’d have to talk to
Red about that. I’m not sure what he has planned for this prisoner,” here
Purple paused, his eyes darkening slightly, a smile drifting across his face,
“and I wouldn’t want to interfere with what he’s going to be doing, of
course.”  
  
“Of course, my Tallest…” the guard nodded in resignation. “We figured we would
make the request anyway, just in case.”  
  
Purple nodded, stiffening at a rather graphic outburst from the cell which was
extremely derogatory towards him, and his eyes narrowed to thin amethyst
slits. Floating slowly towards the entrance, Purple clenched his fists, his
antennae twitching angrily. Standing in the doorway, Pur glared at the ex-
Invader who had sought to break him.  
  
 _“What_ did you just say about me?”  
  
“I said you swallowed me down like a two-bit Vortian whore from the Brothel
Planet, Purple!” Meero laughed wildly. “And you did!!”  
  
Purple bristled. “Open the perimeter shield.” He growled. “I’m not going to
tolerate this kind of insolence.”  
  
“Sir, we can sedate him—”  
  
“I SAID OPEN THE SHIELD!” Purple snapped at the guard.  
  
Terrified, the guard fumbled with the panel for the access code, punching it
in. The shield deactivated with a soft hiss, and Pur went into the cell.  
  
“My Tallest, we don’t advise—”  
  
“Stay out.” Purple ordered, then turned back to Meero, approaching him slowly.  
  
“Have you missed me?” Meero purred, sneering up at him.  
  
Purple was silent for a long time, then kicked the ex-Invader hard across the
face.  
  
Taken off guard, Meero went limp in his bonds for a few seconds, then blinked
up at Purple in surprise. Almost a minute passed, and then a smile crept
across Meero’s face. “Can’t you think of a better comeback?” He snickered,
licking the blood from the corner of his mouth. “Or would that require too
much intelligence?”  
  
“I don’t waste words on scum like you, traitor.” Purple said flatly, looking
down at him for a long moment before snarling and kicking him across the face
again. “But I think that beating the crap out of you might make me feel pretty
good right now.”  
  
With that, Purple hauled Meero to his feet and slammed him against the wall,
his violet eyes burning with bitter hatred and thinly veiled misery, his face
inches from Meero’s.  
  
“You made an attempt on my life—”  
  
“But the sex was great.” Meero snickered, grunting when Pur slammed him
against the wall, hard.  
  
“YOU are a liar and a defect, prisoner-drone.” Purple snarled, hoisting him
off the ground until his feet were dangling in the air, then slamming him
against the wall again, holding him there.  
  
The Invader grunted, then opened his eyes, grinning again. “So, Red isn’t the
only one in denial.” Meero purred, licking his lips. “You’re beautiful with a
gag on, you know.”  
  
All four of Purple’s spider-legs shot out of his Pak, slashing in different
directions, each slicing through flesh and bone, leaving the ex-Invader
hanging against the wall with four deep gashes in his body, blood dripping
down and pooling on the ground at his feet. Meero gasped in pain, shuddering
as he clenched his teeth.  
  
“Where are your words now, Meero?” Purple hissed. “Huh? Where are they?” He
swung his gauntleted arm down, the metal colliding with the side of the ex-
Invader’s face, which emitted a sickening crunching noise. “WHERE ARE THEY?!”
Purple swung again, but found his arm restrained, and he lost his balance when
he was pulled back.  
  
“I thought I told you to—” Purple’s rage died instantly. “Red?”  
  
The Scarlet Tallest nodded, his gaze worried. “What are you doing, Pur?” He
murmured.  
  
Purple blinked at him, then looked down at his gauntleted hands, catching his
breath when he saw Meero’s blood on the metal. “Oh…oh…” He cringed, pushing
past Red and hurrying out of the cell, removing his gauntlets and dropping
them on the floor, looking down at his hands as if they didn’t even belong to
him.  
  
Red gave Meero a nasty look, then left the cell, floating over to Purple and
gently touching his arm. “Are you all right?” He looked around, confused.
“What are you even doing down here?” What he’d just seen had absolutely
terrified him. Even though Purple had yelled at him a few days ago, he’d still
never seen his co-Tallest this angry.  
  
“I don’t know what happened, Red.” Purple moaned softly, wrapping his arms
around himself. “I just…I started hitting him, and I couldn’t stop…” Tears
welled up in his deep amethyst eyes and he looked at Red sadly. “I want him to
die, Red…I want to kill him…” He shuddered, the tears running down his face as
he closed his eyes, his antennae lowering. “Is that bad?”  
  
Red sighed softly, wrapping his arms around Purple and holding him close,
snapping his fingers at one of the guards and pointing to the gauntlets Purple
had dropped, indicating that he wanted them taken care of. Gently leading
Purple down the corridor, Red kissed the side of his head. “No, Pur, it’s
not.”  
  
“But I’m not _like_ that.” Purple moaned, hovering alongside Red, leaning
against him. “I’ve never wanted to hurt _anyone_ …”  
  
“I’d say this is a pretty big exception.” Red stroked Purple’s back gently,
nuzzling the base of one antenna.  
  
Pur caught his breath at the sensation, suddenly forgetting what he was about
to say.  
  
Red sighed. “I think maybe we should take a day off, Pur. I’ll look after
you.”  
  
Purple sniffled. “I think that might be a good idea.”  
  
*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~**~*~*~*~*~*~*  
To Kharn: Aww, poor baby! *hands you an ice pack* Thank you so much for
reviewing, you rock my world.  
To Krimzon: Yeah, Purple’s cute when he blushes. I like it. He’s happy that
Red wants to torture Meero on his behalf. It’s so…chivalrous. *winks*  
To Haywire_Hakaze: No need to worry about whoopin’ me (you wouldn’t win
anyway, nyah, nyah, nyah) ‘cuz I sure as heck ain’t done with this yet, baby!!
WHOO!  
To Yaoifanboy: I love it when you go all fanboy, Jake.  
To Meee: Glad you liked it! *smiles*  
To XxSilentNightRainxX: Well, Pur’s much smarter than people think...it’s
about time he played some games! *winks*  
To Sylver: *grins* hot pokers….hmmmmmm…..and yeah, Red is sexy when he’s mad.  
To InvaderMonkey: Hey, welcome back!! *glomp* Glad you’ve got the net back, it
sucks not to have it. Glad you’re liking the story! And, as always, *LURVE*  
To Tamagoakura: Yayyyy, flowers!
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Chapter 12: Crimson Comforts  
  
  
Red led his co-Tallest into his suite, pulling out some large crimson towels
and handing them to him.  
  
“Here, go have a hot bath. I’m gonna talk to the officers on the Control Deck
and arrange for the Advisors and Technicians to handle some of our workload
for a few days. I’ll be back in an hour.”  
  
Purple nodded quietly, holding the towels tightly against his armoured chest.
“Promise?”  
  
Red blinked at Purple, puzzled by the question until he realized that Pur was
still nervous about being alone. He smiled. “Okay, I’ll try to make it forty-
five minutes, but an hour at the longest, I promise.”  
  
Pur smiled a little. “Thanks, Red.”  
  
Red nodded, turning and leaving the suite, floating down the corridors to the
Control Deck.  
  
*  
  
“Set a course for Judgementia. The ex-Invader we’ve imprisoned is highly
defective, and he needs to be properly disposed of.”  
  
“Yes, my Tallest.” The Lead Technical Officer saluted Red, communicating the
order to his officers as Red spoke with the Advisors.  
  
“We’re not to be disturbed. Purple isn’t feeling up to his regular duties, and
I want to watch over him and make sure there’s nothing wrong.”  
  
“Yes, Tallest.” The Advisors nodded.  
  
Red hovered off to run one last errand before returning to his suite.  
  
*  
  
Purple lay back in the tub of hot gel he had run for himself, gazing sadly at
the crimson towels his co-Tallest had given him. Red loved him…and he loved
Red…so why wasn’t he happy? Sighing, Pur began to wash himself, trying to put
his finger on the heavy feeling inside of him.  
  
He looked around Red’s bathroom, his gaze finally falling on the towels again,
and the answer suddenly hit him.  
  
Pur didn’t feel worthy of Red’s affection. And why should he? He’d been
dirtied…by an Irken of lower rank, no less. He shook his head violently,
putting his hands over his earspots as if the accusations in his mind were
being shouted at him.  
  
He’d been too naïve, too trusting…and now…he was dirty…stained…incapable of
being loved.  
  
“No!” Pur growled, clenching his eyes closed. He shuddered, his voice dropping
to a despairing moan. “No…”  
  
There was a soft knock at the bathroom door. “Purple? Are you okay?”  
  
Purple lifted his head, gazing at the door as tears started to sting at his
eyes. He shook his head and wrapped his arms around himself, uttering a choked
sob. “No.”  
  
Red frowned and punched in the override code for the lock on the bathroom
door, walking in and kneeling down beside the tub. Purple looked so
miserable…it made him ache inside. “What’s wrong?”  
  
Pur uttered another sob, shaking his head. “I’m broken, Red…”  
  
The words were like a punch in the squeedlyspooch. Red held his breath, then
let it out slowly, his antennae lowering. “Oh, Pur…” He reached out and pulled
Purple close, holding Pur’s wet body against his own, already having removed
his chest plate and gauntlets. “That’s not true.”  
  
“Yes it is…” Purple sniffled, although he didn’t pull away. “I’ll never forget
what happened. I can’t stop feeling dirty…I hate it…” He scowled, tears
burning down his cheeks. “I hate _him,_ Red. He made me dirty and I hate him
for it.” Pur’s voice was a low growl.  
  
Red sighed, stroking Purple’s bare back as the gel started to dampen his
under-armour shirt. “You’re not dirty, Pur. All that is in your head. You
can’t think like that.”  
  
“I can’t help it.” Purple moaned, closing his eyes and burying his face in
Red’s shoulder.  
  
Reaching over, Red picked up a cloth, soaking it in the minty-scented gel and
then running it over Purple’s back. He felt his co-Tallest relax slightly, and
he kissed the side of Purple’s head, soaking the cloth again and trailing it
along Purple’s delicate collarbone.  
  
Purple sighed softly, his eyes drifting closed. For some reason, the silence
wasn’t awkward; what Red was doing was far more soothing than anything he
possibly could have said. He relaxed against him, purring a little as Red ran
the cloth over his skin. It felt so nice…  
  
Red smiled at the first soft purrs, relieved that Purple’s suffering had
lessened somewhat. He felt something brush against his cheek, and he tilted
his head, smirking when he saw what it was.  
  
“How are your antennae?” He asked softly, nuzzling Purple’s shoulder.  
  
“Better…they don’t hurt any more, unless they catch on something.”  
  
Red nodded, running the cloth over Purple’s shoulder and then grinning.  
  
Purple gasped when he felt Red’s tongue brush against the base of one of his
sensitive antennae, and he threw his arms around his co-Tallest, clinging to
him tightly and uttering a soft moan.  
  
Red sucked gently on the delicate stalk, dropping the cloth into the tub and
running his bare hand along Purple’s skin instead, curling his tongue around
Pur’s antenna and letting it slide slowly from between his lips.  
  
Pur whimpered, shivering against him, panting softly. “Come in the bath with
me,” he whispered.  
  
Leaning back, Red looked at him uncertainly. “Are you sure?”  
  
Purple nodded, his expression almost pleading.  
  
Feeling his cheeks flush, Red rose to his feet, pulling his under-armour shirt
off over his head, blushing even more when he saw Purple watching him. Since
when did a horny bastard like himself get shy? He fumbled with the belt on his
robe, his heart beating faster. Sure, he’d envisioned getting naked with
Purple hundreds of times. He’d even worked himself to release over and over
while thinking about it…but now that he was faced with the reality, he was
nervous. Climbing into the tub, he sunk down in the hot gel until he was
stretched out next to Purple, gazing at him as if he didn’t know what to do;
but it only took a moment for his possessive nature to come back to the fore,
and he reached out, pulling Purple into his arms and holding him close.  
  
“We have the week off.”  
  
Purple nodded, resting his head against Red’s shoulder and closing his eyes.
“Thank Irk. It’s been way too long since we had time off, anyway.”  
  
Red smirked, shaking his head. Sighing contentedly, he stroked Purple’s back,
nuzzling the top of his head. He began to suck idly at the base of one
antenna, smiling inwardly when Purple moaned and squirmed against him. Lifting
his head, he placed one finger under Purple’s chin and tilted his head up,
looking into his eyes. He’d always been enchanted by the colour of them. It
wasn’t uncommon for Irkens to have purple eyes, but there was something about
Pur’s that was profoundly different. At a distance they appeared to be a plain
shade of purple, but up close, there were the faintest flecks of dark blue
beneath the surface.  
  
The way Red was gazing at him made Purple blush, and he ducked his head,
resting his cheek against Red’s chest. “So what are you gonna do with your
time off?”  
  
Red smiled, always having found Purple’s awkwardness amusing. “Spend it with
you.”  
  
Purple’s head jerked up and he blinked at him. “You…with me? Why?”  
  
Picking up the cloth again, Red trailed it down Purple’s side and over one of
his hips. “Because you’re under a lot of stress, and I want to make sure that
you’re okay.”  
  
Purple cringed. “I’m fine, Red.”  
  
The crimson Tallest frowned sternly. “Purple…”  
  
“I…I’ll be okay, really. You don’t have to take time off to—” Pur’s protests
were cut short when Red leaned down and kissed him. He stiffened for a few
seconds, then sighed and relaxed into Red’s embrace, kissing him back, running
his fingertips over his co-Tallest’s shoulders. He couldn’t explain why Red
took his mind off things so easily…  
  
Red held him close, slipping his tongue into the heat of Purple’s mouth, his
fingertips caressing Pur’s soft skin as he ran his hands up his co-Tallest’s
back, lifting Purple onto his lap, never breaking their kiss. He finally
leaned back, resting against the edge of the tub as he looked up at Purple,
smiling fondly. Slipping his hands down into the gel, he twined his fingers
with Purple’s, lifting their hands out of the gel and pressing their palms
together.  
  
“You’re right…it’ll be nice to have some time off.” He sighed, then held
Purple’s hands against his chest, smiling when Purple blushed. “Let the Empire
run itself for a few days. I think we both need some rest.”  
  
As Red held his hands against his chest, Purple blushed, feeling the most
wonderful warmth wash over him. With a soft sigh, he closed his eyes, his
antennae relaxing against his head. Sliding down into the gel, he curled up
against his co-Tallest, sighing as he listened to Red’s heart beating.  
  
Red let go of Pur’s hands, wrapping his arms around him and rubbing the nape
of Purple’s neck. In one week The Massive would reach Judgementia, where he
had arranged a _private_ execution. Until then, he would make sure that the
only Irken Purple saw, touched and thought about was Red.  
  
*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*  
To Krimzon: LOL I love how sadistic you are.  
To Kharn: Thanks for the feedback! Yeah, Purple is pretty sexy when he’s
angry…  
To Sylver: Indeed! Pur should get pissed off more often! *lurves back*  
To BurningSilence: Yes, Meero’s fate shall soon be revealed…*consults crystal
ball*  
To XxSilentNightRainxX: LOL everyone seems to like it when Meero gets the
sheet beat out of him!  
To InvaderMonkey: OOOH, great suggestions! *grins and takes notes*  
To Haywire_Hakaze: You are a very, very insightful person. Kudos to you.
*nods*  
To Tamagoakura: LOL you mean you’re not? Man, I’m gonna be lonely in the
institution!




        13-Confusion


Chapter 13: Confusion  
  
*****Disclaimer: _Spaceballs_ is copyright Mel Brooks and MGM Studios.  
  
*******This chapter is dedicated to ladygizarme and Night Shade, my new
reviewy-peeps of reviewy DOOM!  
  
Red woke about an hour after Purple had risen; stretching and yawning, he
threw the covers back and climbed out of the bed. He wandered into the dining
section of his suite, smiling when he saw Pur standing at the window that
spanned the entirety of the far wall, still wearing his sleep robes. Red
walked up behind him, smiling.  
  
“Good morning.” He slipped his arms gently around Purple’s waist, nuzzling the
nape of his neck.  
  
Purple sighed, shivering as Red’s warm breath ghosted over the back of his
neck, making his antennae quiver. “Good…morning, Red…”  
  
Reaching down and twining their fingers together, Red rested his chin on
Purple’s shoulder, gazing out the window with him, reveling in the pleasure of
his co-Tallest’s body heat, almost groaning as it stirred him. He felt Purple
squeeze his hands, then try to pull away. Red frowned in concern. “Pur?”  
  
The violet Tallest pushed away from him, walking forward a few steps and
wrapping his arms around himself, his antennae lowering. “I’m okay…just…give
me a few minutes…”  
  
Red blinked at Purple’s back, a little hurt by the rejection, but the hurt was
almost instantly replaced by anger. How long would it take for him to repair
the damage Meero had done to his co-ruler? Clenching his fists, he turned
away, retrieving a box of _Spaceballs: The Cereal_ and pouring a bowl,
munching on them as he sat at the table. Once he had finished breakfast, he
pushed the empty bowl aside, his expression pained when he saw the way that
Pur had completely withdrawn into himself. Standing, Red walked over to him,
gently resting a hand on his shoulder.  
  
“Pur, you can’t keep doing this to yourself…” he murmured.  
  
Purple cringed, holding himself tighter, not responding.  
  
Red groaned softly. “Please, Pur…at least tell me what I can do to help...” He
clenched his fists, aching to wrap his arms around Purple and hold him
tightly. He’d never suspected that this love-feeling could be so painful…  
  
There was a soft sniffling sound, and Purple seemed to shudder. He turned and
wrapped his arms around Red, burying his face in the crimson Tallest’s
shoulder. “Just…hold me.”  
  
Frowning in concern, Red wrapped his arms around him, stroking Purple’s back
as he nuzzled his temple. He felt Pur’s quiet sobs, and each one sent a sharp
pain through his chest. Red clenched his teeth. Dammit, this wasn’t supposed
to _hurt._ He was supposed to love Purple, Purple was supposed to love him
back, and they were supposed to be happy and then have hours and hours of
wild, passionate… he shook the thought, letting go of his anger for the time
being, sighing softly as he kissed his lover’s temple. “I love you, Pur.”  
  
Purple’s tone was bitter. “I can’t see why.”  
  
Red tensed, his antennae stiffening as he frowned. “What did you just say?”  
  
Pur felt Red’s tension immediately and he cowered, pulling away from him. “I
didn’t mean it…” his gaze was terrified as he backed away.  
  
Red blinked at him, the anger instantly vanishing from his expression as he
reached out for Purple, gently taking his arms. “No, no, Pur, it’s all
right…I’m sorry, I didn’t mean to scare you, I just…” his gaze turned to one
of confusion, “…why would you say something like that?”  
  
When Red grabbed his arms, Purple’s eyes widened and he whined softly,
starting to tremble. He didn’t even hear anything except the last few words,
at which he moaned softly. “Red…I…I don’t know what you want from me…”  
  
Red’s antennae twitched. “Want?”  
  
“I don’t know why you love me…why, Red? I’ve been stained by lower rank. Why
do you want me? I…I don’t want to do those kinds of things…ever again…I
don’t…want…” Purple broke down and started to cry. “I don’t wanna be touched
like that any more, Red! Please…let go of me…”  
  
Red released his co-Tallest, absolutely horrified. “You…you think I’d force
that on you?” He took a step back. “Purple…you’ve known me since smeet-hood,
how could you accuse me of something like that?”  
  
“You _lied_ to me, didn’t you?” Purple snapped, tears running down his face.  
  
The words made Red flinch, his antennae lowering. “I…thought you forgave me
for that, Pur.”  
  
“It doesn’t matter whether I forgave you or not, you still did it.” Purple
muttered.  
  
Red backed away further. “You lied, too.”  
  
Purple frowned at him. “When?”  
  
“When you said you loved me.” Red turned and walked away.  
  
“I do love you, Red, I just—” he hurried after his co-Tallest as Red walked
back into the bedroom. “Red, wait!”  
  
Red stopped in the doorway, not turning around, his antennae lowering as he
sighed heavily. Eventually he looked over his shoulder, his gaze wounded.  
  
Pur came to a halt a few feet away from him, the look in Red’s eyes making his
heart ache. “Red…I do love you…I just don’t know what you want from me.”  
  
A spark of pain flared in Red’s eyes before he averted his gaze again. “I
don’t want anything _from_ you, Purple.” He looked back at his co-Tallest,
holding his gaze. “I want YOU. There’s a big difference.” Turning away again,
Red sighed heavily. “I’m…going to go and have a bath. The door will be
unlocked if you need me.”  
  
Purple sat down on the edge of the bed, his head lowered. He’d really hurt
Red’s feelings. He knew just from the look in his eyes. Pur honestly hadn’t
wanted to hurt him…but he was just so afraid…what if Red still wasn’t being
honest with him? What if Red still wanted…those things? Purple wasn’t ready.
It hurt too much to even think about it.  
  
He lifted his head when Red exited the bathroom a few minutes later, wearing
his casual robes, his expression downtrodden. Purple gazed at him sadly,
wishing he could just forget everything that had happened and be happy with
his co-Tallest. But it wasn’t that simple…  
  
Red walked over to the bed and sat down on the edge, a few feet away from
where Purple was sitting. Sighing, he flopped onto his back, looking up at the
ceiling.  
  
Purple reached out and rested a hand on his shoulder, gazing at Red in a way
that was pained and almost longing.  
  
The crimson Tallest took Pur’s hand and kissed it softly, looking up at him
and smiling a little.  
  
“I arranged a little something that might cheer you up, Pur.”  
  
Purple quirked an antenna. “Really? What is it?”  
  
*  
  
“Happy early Probing Day, Invader Krunk!!” Red grinned as the Invader on
screen blinked at the Tallests in confusion.  
  
“Early?”  
  
“That’s what we said! It’s your pre-probing day probe! Aren’t you excited?”
Purple gushed.  
  
“Um…” Invader Krunk looked between the two leaders, curious as to why they
weren’t in their ceremonial Tallest garb for such an…occasion…  
  
Red’s eyes narrowed threateningly. “You _are_ prepared, aren’t you?”  
  
Invader Krunk suddenly looked extremely nervous. “Well, I…I wasn’t informed…I
didn’t—”  
  
Purple grinned. “Nope! You fail inspection! You get a pummeling!”  
  
Both Tallests laughed as the Invader was pummeled with mallets.  
  
“Happy early Probing Day, Invader Krunk! Make sure you’re prepared next time!”  
  
Krunk gave a woozy salute, then collapsed out of sight on the view screen.  
  
Purple smiled, leaning against Red and sighing happily. He purred when Red
started to stroke his sensitive antennae, and he blushed a little. “Mmm…you’d
think they’d always carry their puppets with them, wouldn’t you?”  
  
Red snickered as he ended the transmission. “You’d think that....” he sighed,
still grinning. “We should do this more often.”  
  
“Yeah…” Purple nodded, then looked up at his co-Tallest, still leaning against
his shoulder. “Thanks, Red.”  
  
Red smiled, leaning down and kissing Pur’s forehead. “You’re welcome. I hate
to see you sad.”  
  
Purple blushed, not knowing what to say. Instead, he closed his eyes for a
long moment, sighing contentedly as Red continued to play with his antennae.
Eventually, he opened his eyes again and grinned.  
  
“Let’s do Invader Stink.”  
  
*  
  
That evening, Red sat at the view screen, leaning back as he watched various
views of planet Irk, flipping through them from time to time. Purple was
having a bath, and, as usual, he was taking forever doing it. Red sighed,
tossing the remote aside and closing his eyes. Today had gone much better
after he’d cheered Purple up. They’d even prank-called the Resisty a few
times, pretending to be a strong alien force wanting to become allies with
them. Red snickered.  
  
As the day progressed, Purple had seemed to relax a little, leaning against
him, holding his hand, and letting him play with his antennae. It looked like
he was earning back Purple’s trust…but Red knew not to get his hopes up so
soon. He’d done far too much damage for Pur to just forget the wrongs and
trust him implicitly again. Red sighed, his expression pained. Lying to Purple
was the only thing he’d ever done that he actually regretted. And he was
paying for it now…but he was determined to earn Pur’s trust back.  
  
He sighed, reaching up and rubbing his temples, his antennae pricking up when
he caught the scent of some of the bath oils Purple liked to use. Dammit,
didn’t he know those things were practically aphrodisiacs?? Especially when
they were mixed. But he did recall that Pur hadn’t used them in a while…even
when he was dating that bastard…  
  
Red scowled, his fists balling up, then relaxing a second later as the scents
started to distract him. He clenched his teeth, sweat starting to bead on his
forehead. Thinking of Pur in that damned bathtub was getting him hot, and
those stupid oils weren’t helping. His antennae twitched. Maybe he was paying
for his actions a bit more than he realized…  
  
Swallowing hard, he pressed a hand against the part of the robe between his
legs, trying to make the stiffness go away, knowing that the action was
utterly futile. There were only a few ways to relieve THAT kind of tension. He
clenched his eyes closed, trying to breathe deeply, cursing when he found that
this only made things worse as he inhaled even more of the scent drifting
through the room. Biting his lip hard, he looked over his shoulder to make
sure the bathroom door was still closed, then slid his hand into his robe,
inhaling sharply as he wrapped his long fingers around his aching stiffness
and stroked it.  
  
  
Purple walked out of the bathroom in his sleeping robe, a content smile on his
face. He loved baths…  
  
Walking into the view screen room, Purple’s eyes widened and he staggered
back, hiding just outside the doorway and pressing himself up against the wall
when he realized what Red was doing. His cheeks flushed as he heard him
panting and moaning softly, and Pur cringed as his own body started to respond
quite eagerly to the visions those sounds of pleasure were putting in his
head. Purple clenched his eyes closed, his antennae flattening against his
skull as Red’s breathing quickened until he was uttering short gasps, then
finally a soft cry, and then, slowly, Red’s breathing started to even out.  
  
He knew it. He _knew_ that Red wanted those things from him! Purple scowled,
his teeth clenched in anger. He ought to go in there right now and give his
sick co-Tallest a piece of his mind. Turning, prepared to tear Red into little
tiny pieces, Purple stalked through the door.  
  
“Dammit, Pur…” Red’s groaned in agonized despair as he leaned forward and
buried his face in his hands, his shoulders shuddering.  
  
Purple frowned in confusion, backing out of the room again and pressing
himself against the wall next to the door. Red wanted…those things…but Red
felt guilty about it. What did that mean? Pur’s eyes widened in shock when he
heard his co-Tallest’s breaths start to hitch. Red _never_ cried. After over a
century of knowing him, Purple hadn’t seen him cry even once. He bit his lip
hard, feeling awful for getting so angry at him. And deep down, a part of him
wanted to go and comfort Red, but the last thing he wanted was to embarrass
him.  
  
Hurrying back to the bathroom, Purple locked the door behind him, leaning back
against it and stroking himself frantically until he came. Then, sliding down
to the floor, he began to cry.  
  
*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*  
  
I’m sorry it took so long to update this, everyone…I’ve been pretty busy, and
inspiration wasn’t exactly happening for a while. Anyway, hope all of you
enjoyed, and on to the comments!  
  
To BurningSilence: Wow…I wrote something that made sense through Nyquil and a
fever? TRULY I AM AMAZING!! *grins* But seriously, I’m glad I could make you
feel better when you were sick. *pets* I hope you’re feeling better since your
review.  
To Kharn: Awww, I blush! And LOL you’re such a doomsayer! Which…given the
amount of doom in Invader Zim, is kinda ironic.  
To InvaderMonkey: Heh…horny InvaderMonkey. Down, boy! Down!  
To Haywire_Hakaze: LOL thank you so much for keeping up with both of these
stories….it means so very much to me. And thank you for the fanart! *glomps*  
To Tamagoakura: Ooh, you sadistic person you! I love it. *grin*  
To Krimzon: *lurve* You’re so good to me. Thanks for always reviewing
Vindication and Seeing Red, it means a lot. Barbiturates!  
To XxSilentNightRainxX: Why thank you! *basks in praise* And Purple’s still a
little leery…poor thing. I’m so mean to him. *winks*  
To SomekindofFreak: OMG, I made you like RAPR more? *blushes* oh
wow…that…*grins like idiot* thank you for such wonderful praise! *glomps*  
To ladygizarme: WHEE!! New reviewy-peep! *lurve* Sorry the update took so
long…and thank you so much for your glowing feedback. And…it just blows me
away, always, how people are constantly referring to my fic, Vindication.
Never in my wildest dreams could I have foreseen that I would write something
so immensely popular. In fact, the number of reviews, reviewers, hits and
fanart that I’ve gotten from that story has renewed my drive to write my
novel, and given me far more confidence in my writing abilities. And it’s all
thanks to wonderful people like you. Thank you, and welcome to my reviewy-
peeps.  
Ynnep: End? What does that mean? LOL  
To One-Eyed-Jester: Frig, accurate character development is what can make or
break a fanfic. It’s very hard to do. And as always, your praise truly humbles
me. I can’t believe I turned you into a Red and Purple Romance (RAPR) fan…I’m
flattered beyond description. I noticed your question on Vindication; Jes
(short for “Jester”) was your character. I need to know now, though, are you a
boy or girl? I need to know so I can both develop and maintain your character.
*hearts back* The sooner you get back to me on this, the better, because I
want to use your character in the next chapter. Thankies!  
To GothycCoalChambr: You get migraines too? *pets* oh, hun…I’m so sorry.
They’re awful, I’m so thankful that I only get them every couple months. And
don’t worry, there will be much detail. *grins* Ah, my bloodthirsty
reviewers…heh…would I give you any less?  
To Night Shade: OMG, new reviewy-peep! *lurves* Welcome, it’s wonderful to
hear feedback from a new person! As I mentioned in another response, you are
what keeps me writing. Without the reviews, I don’t think I’d have as much
confidence in my writing abilities. Once again, thank you. *more lurve*




        14-A Solemn Vow


Holy frikking Irk, it’s been ages since I’ve touched this story. But I am back
and…well, it would seem my writing skills have improved a little bit from
where I left off, which is handy. Props to Rappsickle for IMing me out of the
blue and totally inspiring me to pick this up again.  
  
As such, this chapter is dedicated to you, Rappsickle. Feel honoured, my pig-
smelly!  
  
  
A Solemn Vow  
  
Tallest Purple awoke in the wee hours of the morning, rolling over and
reaching out, waking abruptly when his hands grasped only empty sheets. He sat
up, blinking in confusion, his antennae quirking when he saw that the blankets
next to him hadn’t even been disturbed. Red must not have come to bed…  
  
Getting up, Purple wrapped his sleeping robe around himself, venturing out
into the common area, then into the view screen room. Beginning to worry, he
peeped over the back of the couch, sighing in relief when he saw his co-
Tallest sprawled out on his belly across the length of the sofa, sound asleep.
The view screen was black with the Irken military insignia in the centre; Red
must’ve been watching a copyrighted broadcast.  
  
Walking over to the vid processor, he pulled the small tray out, picking up
the triangular disc and reading the Irken characters there.  
  
It was the recording of their Ordination ceremony. Purple’s eyes widened, and
he looked over at Red for a moment before looking back at the disc again. He
knew there’d been a broadcast, but he’d had no idea that Red had acquired the
original…  
  
Red had donned a long-sleeved sleep shirt with thin, delicate scarlet sleeves
which flared at the wrist and ended in a smooth cuff at his knuckles, the
silken fabric perfectly pressed without the slightest hint of a ruffle. One of
Red’s arms hung off the edge of the cushions, his antennae relaxed against the
back of his head as he dozed peacefully. The beautiful, thick black stalks had
an almost unnatural gleam to them, a deep gloss that drew the eye to the
impressive length and size.  
  
Purple flushed and scolded himself when the first thought that came to mind
was something lewd he’d heard back in the Academy about antennae size and
thickness being proportional to certain _other_ parts of an Irken male’s
anatomy. If that were true, Red had to be the most masculine specimen of their
race to date.  
  
Irk damn it all…how he could ever have found Meero attractive when such a
picturesque Irken was at his side every day? How could he have taken that for
granted?  
  
Regret tugged at Purple’s heart for a moment, and he sat down on the floor in
front of the couch, setting an elbow on the edge of the cushions and resting
his chin on his hand, gazing at his co-Tallest as he slept. Something began to
drift into his awareness, and he suddenly realised that he could smell one of
his bathing oils on Red’s skin. The scent made his cheeks flush, and Purple
drew away a little, his antennae pressing down against his skull in
nervousness. He’d known before he’d acquired them that they were practically a
chemical aphrodisiac, but as he was always the one wearing them, he’d never
realised just how potent they were.  
  
Before he could stop himself, Purple had leaned in closer, breathing the scent
more deeply as he nuzzled Red’s cheek, a soft hum of pleasure escaping his
throat. The violet-eyed Tallest sighed in contentment when Red stretched and
purred in his sleep, and Purple leaned a little closer, twining one of his
antennae with Red’s.  
  
At the feeling of something rubbing against one of his antennae, Red stirred,
his eyes blinking open. “Pur?”  
  
Purple jumped, shaking himself roughly and pulling away, a guilty flush
creeping into his cheeks. “You…did you use my bath oils, Red?”  
  
The crimson Tallest made a face. “No, I knocked one of the damned bottles into
the tub by accident and it broke. I absolutely stunk of the stuff. I had to
have two _more_ baths just to get it off of me.”  
  
A sensual smile curled Purple’s lips, his eyes drifting half-closed. “I can
still smell it on you,” he purred, dipping his head and nuzzling Red’s cheek.  
  
Red stiffened and blinked in surprise, his cheeks flushing as he cleared his
throat. “You…um…you can?”  
  
“Mm-hmm…” Pur nodded, drawing closer. “It’s nice. But there’s something else…”
He turned his head slightly, pausing when he caught the second scent that had
been blending in with the oils as soon as he got closer to Red’s antennae.
Suddenly he stopped, his eyes widening as he jerked his head up. “Is that
broziam, Red??”  
  
The crimson Tallest smirked. “I use it sometimes.”  
  
Purple looked around as if he were terrified someone might’ve heard, then
looked back at Red, frowning. “Red, you know that stuff is illegal, it was
outlawed when we were both smeets!”  
  
Red moved back, making room for Purple on the couch and patting the spot in
front of him. “And who makes the laws in our Empire, hmm?”  
  
Pur cleared his throat, looking at the couch awkwardly. “Well…us…and the
Control Brains, but…”  
  
“Exactly.” He helped Purple up onto the sofa, spooning against him from
behind, twining their legs together. “Besides, you obviously like it.”  
  
The violet Tallest squirmed a little, slipping his hand into Red’s and holding
it against his chest. “Well…that kind of goes without saying, doesn’t it?”  
  
“I suppose…” Red chuckled, nuzzling the back of Purple’s head.  
  
There was a long silence until Purple finally spoke. “Why didn’t you come to
bed?”  
  
Red stiffened, then swallowed hard and forced himself to relax. “I…” No, no
more lies. He’d promised himself that… “I was upset. I knew I wouldn’t be able
to sleep, and I didn’t want to keep you awake with my tossing and turning.”  
  
Remembering what he had almost walked in on the night before, Purple felt
another surge of warmth rise in his cheeks. “What were you upset about?”  
  
There was a long silence before Red spoke, his voice strained.
“Everything…everything that’s happened, all the things I’ve done in the past
few weeks. All I ever really wanted was you, and you’ve been hurt because…” he
frowned, his antennae twitching. Finally, Red buried his face in the nape of
Purple’s neck. “Because I’m a stubborn, deceitful idiot. I should’ve told you
how I felt a long time ago…then maybe none of this would’ve happened.”  
  
Purple rolled over so that he was facing his co-Tallest, running his hands
over Red’s cheeks. “You can’t keep blaming yourself for that…for what he did,
Red.”  
  
Red held one of Purple’s hands against his cheek, squeezing it tightly. “I
know…but it’s hard not to…especially when I think of how you trusted me and I
did all that stupid stuff.”  
  
The violet Tallest smiled a little. “It _was_ pretty stupid…you honestly think
I would’ve let you put voice-activated clothing on me?”  
  
Red blinked at him for a moment, then laughed, blushing sheepishly. “Well…I
was _hoping_ …”  
  
Purple snorted. “You don’t give me much credit when it comes to my brain-
meats, do you, Red?”  
  
His smile instantly disappearing, Red winced, his antennae drooping. “I was
too wrapped up in wanting you to think about the fact that you’d obviously
refuse. It had nothing to do with your brain-meats. It had to do with my own,
and…well, thinking with my other parts.” He cleared his throat, shifting a
little. “I’m sorry.”  
  
Purple quirked an antenna. “Other parts?” He snorted, shaking his head.
“Honestly, Red, it’s not like I’m the only Irken on this ship.”  
  
“You’re the only one I _want._ ” Red growled. “You always have been.”  
  
Startled by the intense look in Red’s eyes, Purple swallowed hard. “W-why?
What’s so special about me?”  
  
The crimson Tallest sighed, leaning forward and nuzzling Purple’s neck.
“Everything.”  
  
Purple shivered, his antennae twitching as Red’s lips brushed against the
sensitive spot. “Everything?”  
  
Red grinned, sliding his hands over Purple’s back. “Everything. You’re
sweet…and you’re not ignorant or conniving…” He nuzzled his face into the
collar of Purple’s sleep robe, trailing the tip of his tongue across his co-
Tallest’s skin, nipping gently at his collarbone.  
  
The soft bite made Purple’s breath hitch, and he moaned softly. “That doesn’t
explain why you wanted voice-activated clothing.”  
  
“That’s because I’m not finished yet.” Red chuckled, lifting his head and
smiling at his co-ruler. “I was going to say that you’re beautiful. Every time
you pass by me, I feel like a pubescent Irkling instead of a Tallest…” he took
Purple’s hands and kissed them devoutly. “You’re elegant, Pur…you looked like
a Tallest decades before we were Ordained. That was what made me realise I
wanted you …growing up together, I never noticed, and then suddenly one day in
Tactical Studies you walked by me, and it dawned on me that you were the most
beautiful Irken I’d ever seen.”  
  
Purple was blushing deeply, his antennae quivering. “Red…” he murmured, not
knowing what to say. If it weren’t for the look in Red’s eyes, he’d accuse him
of being ridiculous, or of trying to seduce him…but when all his co-ruler did
was smile and run a hand over his antennae, Purple mewled and clung to him
tightly.  
  
Red tensed, his expression one of worry. “What’s wrong?”  
  
“I’m sorry…” The violet-eyed Irken sniffled, hiding his face in Red’s shirt.  
  
“What for?” Red blinked in confusion.  
  
“I didn’t know…I thought you were just being—”  
  
“A pervert?” Red cut him off, smirking.  
  
Purple ducked his head a little more. “I didn’t know how you really felt.”  
  
Red sighed softly, tilting Purple’s chin up and gazing at him affectionately.
“Well, now you do. I’m very, very much in love with you.”  
  
A shy smile crossed Purple’s features, and he slipped an arm around his co-
Tallest’s waist, leaning forward to nuzzle Red’s cheek and sighing in
contentment. “So…you really think I’m elegant?”  
  
“Enough to have made Miyuki jealous.”  
  
Purple purred at the compliment, resting his chin on Red’s shoulder. “That’s
the nicest thing anyone’s ever said to me.” He turned his head and breathed in
the scent of the broziam, groaning softly.  
  
“It’s the truth,” Red replied softly, his grip tightening as he held Purple
against him. “I know I may never have your trust back, Pur, but…even if you
don’t believe a single thing I say ever again, I need you to know I love you.”
Red clenched his teeth, sighing harshly in frustration as he felt the
unfamiliar sting of tears in his eyes. “I love you…and…” The crimson Tallest’s
voice cracked, and he clenched his teeth, burying his face in Purple’s
shoulder. “Have I messed this up for good?”  
  
Purple was trembling in Red’s arms, his heart beating rapidly. “Messed what
up?” he murmured uncertainly.  
  
Red lifted his head, gazing at his co-Tallest with tortured ruby eyes that
shone with tears. “Any chance I ever had…to be with you?”  
  
Purple bit his lip, holding his breath for a moment and then letting it out
slowly. “You mean…to date me?”  
  
“No,” Red shook his head firmly. “Dating is frivolous. Dating is just a casual
playful thing…I want you to be mine, and nobody else’s. Forever.”  
  
The steady conviction in Red’s voice made Purple’s heart flutter, and he
swallowed hard, weighing the implications of what his co-Tallest had just
said.  
  
“No,” Purple murmured, his brow furrowed slightly. “No, you didn’t mess it up
at all.” He gazed into Red’s eyes, searching them deeply for a long time
before exhaling slowly, his hand moving up to stroke Red’s cheek. “If you want
me to be yours and nobody else’s…then you need to swear something to me
first.”  
  
Red felt a quiver of hope run through him, and he took Purple’s hand, drawing
it away from his cheek and holding it tightly. “Anything,” he breathed
earnestly, holding Purple’s hand against his heart.  
  
Violet eyes narrowing sternly, Purple spoke, every word heavy with finality.
“Never. Lie. To me. Again.” There was a fierce glitter in his eyes,
determination showing in every nuance of his expression. “Swear it, now, and
I’ll give myself to you forever, Red.”  
  
Despite being stunned anew at how breathtaking his co-Tallest could suddenly
become in his more passionate moments, Red held Pur’s hand tighter and replied
without hesitating. “On my honour as a Tallest-”  
  
“No,” Purple interrupted sharply. “On your honour as you, Red.”  
  
There was a moment of quiet as the scarlet-eyed Tallest drew Purple’s hand to
his lips and kissed it softly, his voice low but devout. “On my honour as me…I
swear I’ll never lie to you again, Purple.”  
  
Purple exhaled in a rush, then curled against Red’s body and wrapped his arms
around him tightly. “Good,” he murmured against his lover’s shoulder. “I swear
I’ll be yours forever, then.”  
  
*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*  
And that is me done for the evening! But stay tuned, gentle readers, for a
chapter such as this is destined to be followed by one with epic smexxings. It
is a moral imperative.




End file.

